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DON QUIXOTE 

HEROIC COMEDY IN FIVE ACTS 

given for the first time at the 

Opeka, Monte Caklo 

On February the 24th, 1910 

Under the direction of M. Raoul Gunsbourg 

and in paris, at the 

(Theatre-Lyrique Municipal (Gait*:) 

On December the 29th, 1910 

Under the direction of MM. Isola Fr£res 



CHARACTERS 

THE LOVELY DULCINEA Cenlrallo 

DON QUIXOTE Basso cantante 

SANCHO Baritone 

PEDRO Soprano 

G ARC IAS Soprano 

RODRIGUEZ Tenor 

JUAN {Speaking part) 

BANDIT CHIEF {Speaking part) 

TWO SERVANTS Baritones 

FOUR BANDITS {Speaking parts) 

Chorus: Gentlemen and Ladies, Dulcinea's 
Friends, Bandits, People 
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STORY OF THE OPERA 



The author of the libretto has chosen for his 
theme the romantic love of Cervantes' hero for 
the fair Dulcinea, ending with the death of the 
broken>hearted knight — a climax not found in the 
original. 

ACT I 

Beneath Dulcinea's balcony, overlooking a 
crowded square in a typical Spanish town, aspir- 
ants for her favor are singing her praises, seconded 
by the acclaim of the multitude. Dulcinea, ap- 
pearing on the balcony, responds to their greetings 
in a tone of amused skepticism, and retires. Shouts 
and. laughter announce the coming of Don Quixote ; 
Juan, Dulcinea's favored swain, derides the knight, 
who 13 warmly defended by Rodriguez. Entrance 
of Don Quixote mounted on Rosinante and fol- 
lowed by Sancho Panza on Dapple; hilarious re- 
ception by the crowd, to whom the knight dis- 
penses extravagant alms through Sancho, who 
comically expresses his disapprobation; the crowd 
disperses after an enthusiastic salutation from Don 
Quixote, who in the gathering twilight throws an 
ecstatic kiss toward the balcony, and strikes up 
a serenade as Sancho retires to the inn. Rudely 
interrupted by Don Juan, a duel ensues, which is 
suddenly halted by the knight to finish his serenade, 
and finally stopped by Dulcinea, who descends 
from her balcony and fools her chivalrous lover 
to the top of his bent, at the last withdrawing with 
Juan, leaving Don Quixote mystified, but happy 
in promises of bliss contingent upon his bringing 
back to the lady of his dreams the necklace stolen 

I her by the brigand chief, Tenebrun. 

ACT II 
A landscape obscured by mists. Enter Sancho 
leading Dapple and Rosinante ; Don Quixote 
astride of the latter, playing his mandoline and 
racking his brain for love-rhymes ; he dismounts and 
continues his delightful occupation despite Sancho's 
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flouting, the esquire railing at the knight and his 
ladylove and women in general. His pungent dis- 
course is cut short by his master, who, through the 
dissolving haze, descries the shapes of windmills 
which he takes to be the forms of menacing giants; 
unswerved by his faithful servant's protest, he 
charges the nearest windmill, lance in rest. Here 
the curtain falls hastily; on rising, it discovers the 
luckless knight whirling around, entangled in the 
sails of the windmill, still desperately invoking 
Duldnea, while the shrieking Sancho attempts to 
catch him as he revolves. 

ACT HI 

Sunset in the Sierra; Don Quixote on all fours, 
his eyes fixed on footprints; Sancho watching him. 
The master delightedly hails his discovery of the 
bandits' trail; the man is horrified at the thought 
of following up these desperadoes. When Don 
Quixote exultingly proclaims that there are two 
hundred of the brigands, Sancho opportunely 
vanishes; the knight boldly confronts the enter- 
ing bandits and attacks them single-handed, only 
to be thrown and bound. The amazement of the 
outlaws at Don Quixote's lofty and impassive 
demeanor in the face of death changes to awe as he 
offers up a prayer to be judged in mercy as he doth 
stand for truth and right; the Chief hesitantly 
asks his mission, which Don Quixote proudly pro- 
claims. The stolen necklace is produced; the 
kneeling bandits ask a blessing, and Sancho crawls 
from his hiding-place to view the miracle. 

ACT IV 

^' A festival is in progress in the courtyard of the 

l^ fair Dulcinea's house. She is surrounded by her 

ardent wooers, but takes no pleasure in their adula- 
tion and curtly waves them away; brief revery; 
then the entire gay company bursts in, and she is 
again besieged. Her mood changes to one of 
coquetry, and she passionately sings the joys of 
love. As the loud applause subsides, the guests 
make a move toward the supper-room; after their 
exit, Sancho, introduced by two men-servants, 
struts in to announce his master's arrival. After 
an interlude between Don Quixote and Sandio» the 



curtains of the supper-room are drawn aside; 
Dulcinea hastens forward to welcome her cham- 
pion; the necklace is produced amid general 
stupefaction; wild with delight, Dulcinea flings 
herself on Don Quixote's neck, and the deluded 
knight, madly in love, offers her his hand with the 
exclamation, ''Be thou mine adored, beloved 
wife!" Dulcinea, in a paroxysm of laughter, de- 
clines the honor; but, on viewing Don Quixote's 
anguish, her gay heart feels an unwonted thrill, 
and she quietly dismisses her guests. Left alone 
with the knight, she gently undeceives him as to 
her own character, kisses him, and receives his 
fervent blessing; the crowd rushes in, and mocks 
and jeers at Don Quixote in despite of Dulcinea's 
sharp rebukes, until Sancho, goaded by their 
cruel insults, overawes them with a threatening 
gesture and silences them with a well-merited ver- 
bal castigation. 

ACT V 

Starlight night on a road through the gorge 
of an ancient forest. Don Quixote is wearily 
leaning against a tree, while Sancho makes a fire 
to warm and cheer him. The knight recognizes 
that his end is near; the entire scene is an affecting 
farewell to the trusty servant, to the dreams of 
chivalry, and to Dulcinea: "My goddess! She 
is Light, she is Love, she is Beauty! — ^To her I go!" 
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DON QUICHOTTE 



ACTE PREMIER 



LE JOUR DE LA FERIA 



La sctoe re prfi aente une place publique en Etpagne. 
A dioite, line hdtellerie. 
A gauche, la demeure de la Belle Dulcln6e» 
Fottle, grand mouvement, danses, beuveriet. 
Oh danse. Acclamations de la foule. 






^■ 



JUAN. RODRIGUEZ, GARCIAS, PEDRO, sous le balcon de Dulcinw^ 

Belle, dont le charme est rempire, 
Faites Taumdne d*un sourire 
Et d'un regard de vos grands yeux 
A nos pauvres coeurs amoureux; 
Dulcin6e, enchantresse, 
Pour un instant 
D^laisse 
Le nouvel amant 
Que t'a choisi ta fantaisie, 
Et parais 
Devant tes sujets, 
Dulcin6e! 8 souveraine! 
Gentille Reine! 

On danse. 



DON QUIXOTE 



ACT I 



SPAIN: A FESTIVAL 



A Duhlic square. On the right, an Inn, On the left, the houtf of ti 
lovdy Du lc i ne a. 



PEDRO, GARCIAS. BODRIGUSZ and JUAN, beneath Dulc 

Lady, Queen of earth in thy splendour, 
Smile thou upon us, of thy mercy, 
Deign that one glance of thy sweet eyes 
Soothe and heal our love-stricken hearts; 
Dulcinea, lovely sorceress, 
Set aside 
For awhile 
This new lover of thine, 
This victim and slave of thy fancy! 
And let thy subjects 
Gaze on thee. 
Oh, Dulcinea, Queen transcendent, 
Beautiful Empress! 



t- 



10 DON QUICHOTTE Acte V 

LA FOULS 

Vivat! Anda! pour notre Reine! 

DULCIN^E. appanitfmt an baloon et rtpondaat & la foule amoiCe. 

Quand la femme a vingt ans, la majesty supreme 
Ne doit pas avoir grands attraits! 
L'on possMe un beau diad^me, 
Mais apr^s, mes amis, apr^s?... 
On vit dans une apoth^ose, 
Nos jours sont de gloire entour6s, 
Mais il doit manquer quelque chose... 
Ou quelqu'un... comme vous voudrez. 



TOUS. 

Vivat pour Dulcin^e, 
Fantasque et f^tte! 



DULCINte. rieiue. 

D'hommages, l'on vous environne 
Durant le jour; oui, mais, la nuit, 
Parce qu'on porte une couronne, 
Le temps divin d'amour s'enfuit. 
Et pour calmer le coeur morose 
Et les ennuis exasp6r6s, 
II doit bien manquer quelque chose... 
Ou quelqu'un... comme vous voudrez. 



TOUS. 



y Vivat pour Dulcin6e, 

Fantasque et fSt6e!... 



DULCIN£e. joyeiue. 



Amis, k tous ici... 
Merci! 



flUe diflperait pendant les acclamations joyeuses de la foule qui le rCpaad 

sur la place. 



Act I DON QUIXOTE 11 

CROWD. 

Vivat! Anda! beautiful Queen! 

DULCtNSA. appearliiE nn the balcony, to the crowd, BmaMd. 

When her years are a score, woman pines not for 
glory. 

Nor for queenly joys of a throne! 
Though she wear a crown and a sceptre, 
Yet there must come a day — 
And then? What then? 
All is glitter and all is splendour, 
Throned in glory supreme she reigns, 
But she frets for the lack of something — 
Or some one — you may take your choicel 



Long live Dulcinea, 
Our fanciful Beauty! 



DULCINEA, merrily. 

When her years are a score 
This Queen may be honoured and flattered, 
Morn till evening; yes, but in lonely night — 
Because she is caged in this splendour, 
Love's rare moments slip by. 
And to soothe her poor heart so heavy. 

And so weary in lassitude, 
She will thankfully turn to something — 
Or some one — you may take your choice! 



Long live Dulcinea, 
Our fanciful Beauty! 



DULCINEA, gtatefully. 

Dear friends, to you, to a 
My thanks! 



12 DON QUICHOTTE Arte 1« 

RODRIGUEZ, Itgjtrtmmiu 

Duldnfe est certes jolie, 
Mais on doit Taimer seulement 
Comme on cueille une fleur, un matin de printemps, 
Autrement, c*est folic! 

JUAN, avec un touvir attritt^ 

Je Tadore pourtant, 
Cette perverse enchanteresse. 

RODRIGUEZ, avec x>iti«. 

Si tu Taimes d'amour fervent... 
Mon pauvre ami, que de tristesse 
Tu te r&erves! 

JUAN, attxiiU. 

Ah! 

Trte aa loin, on entend des tlrea et un dusur Qoligp/h 

"Vive le Chevalier 
Don Quichotte de la Manche!" 

Etc. 

(Voir plus loin Us parclUs.) 

RODftlGUEZ, rieur, ayant regard^ au loin pour se rendre oomi»te d'od 

venaient ces rumeuxa joyeuaei. 

Pour te d6sennuyer, 
Regarde Don Quichotte et son gros 6cuyer. 

JUAN, avec un rire m6priaant, sans m6me se retourner. 

Ce fantoche grotesque, 
'• Ce vieux fou p6dantesque» 

/ Qui declare que Dulcinte 

Est la "Dame de sa pens6e/' 
Tandis que celle-ci 
Se rit de lui. 

RODRIGUEZ, avec ferxneU. 

Tant pis! car il est brave et franc comme une lame. 

JUAN, moquenr. 

Et beau! 



Act I DON QUIXOTE 13 

RODRIGUEZ, lightly. 

Dulcmea is fair as a blossom, 

But a man should love her no more 
Than a flower that is plucked on a momingin spring ; 
To do more were but folly! 

JUAN, with a doleful efgli. 

Yet I !ove and adore 
This beauty, wayward and enchanting. 



If thy love be so desperate- 
To what misery rnust thou be fated. 
Poor love-sick boy! 

JUAN, dfjfcttd. 

Ah! 

Laughttr and gboutlug heard In the diiuort. 

"Here's to Don Quixote," 



RODRIGUEZ, laugbUiH, having ascertahied the cause of the niB 

To cure thy dumpish mood, 
See yonder Don Quixote and his fat esquire. 



That fantastic old waxwork, 

That pedantic old numskull, 
Who proclaims the fair Dulcinea 
As the "Lady of his thoughts!'" 
While she doth only mock 
And jeer at him. 



RODRIGxrEZ, with i 

'Tis ill! 
For he is brave, and chivalrous and noble- 



JUAN, with B lauch. 

And handsome! — 



14 DON QUICHOTTE Acte V 



RODRIGUEZ. 

De la beaut6 merveilleuse de Tftme. 



JUAN. 



II n*est qu'extravagant, 
Toqu6, cocasse, in616gant. 



RODRIGUEZ. 

Mais il seoourt la veuve et lea enfants sans mire. 

JUAN. 

Apdtre halludnil 

RODRIGUEZ. 

FoTti par la chim^, 
II parcourt plaines et vallons, 
Escalade les pics, poursuit les chemins longs* 

JUAN, rlcanant. 

Ah! c*est un 6tre exquis!... 

RODRIGUEZ, a^eiix. 

I De tris haute envergure 

^ Que le bon Chevalier... 



JUAN, moqueur, achevant la phrase. 

De la Longue Figure! 



Arrlyfe de Don Quichotte et de Sancho. Don Quichotte est mont6 sur 
Rowinante, 11 a la lance au poing. Sancho est sur son grison. Entr6e 
oomique. Les enfants les entourent en faisant la roue, en danaant une 
londe. La foule s'amuse en les acclamant. Les bonnets sautent en I'air. 
Don Quichotte est rev^tu de sa vidlle annure, casqu^ de son armet. 
CUnquaille moyen flge. 



Act I DON QUIXOTE 15 

RODRIGUEZ, with atncxrity. 

Within his soul shines a beauty transcendent. 

JUAN, aacerini. 

Come, he's a shatter-pate, 
A dolt, a loon, a clumsy fool. 

RODRIGUEZ. 

He rescues lonely widow and defenceless orphan. 

JUAN. 

A mad, blundering clown! 

RODRIGUEZ. 

Inspired by some fine frenzy. 
He roams and scours the vale and plain, 
Scaling mountain and peak, careering far and wide. 



JUAN, laUEhins- 

A truly precious fool! 



RODRIGUEZ. 



Full of high aspiration 
Is this large-hearted Knight— 



Of the Rueful Countenance! 



Entrance of Don Quixote, mounted on Rosinante, lance in Test. Sancbo 
rides hia aw. Dapple: Children prtqede them, tufning cart-wheds, the 



16 DON QUICHOTTE Acte 1« 

LA FOULB. cntonmit Don Quichotte ImiMMlble ct Sancbo ndieiB. 

Vive le Chevalier 
Don Quichotte de la Manche! 

Vive son 6cuyer, 
Le fiddle et bon Sanche! 
Vivat pour Rossinante... et Vine.,, et T^cuyer! 
A116gresse! All^gresse! 

DON QUICHOTTE. tor ton cheval, braadiMaJit ■a.laaoe. lavl, & Sandm. 

C'est merveille de voir comme Ton me connatt! 

Don Quichotte deicend de cheval. Sancho de Km Ane. Let dem montnna 

•ont remiaet & un valet. 

SANCHO, la bouche s'Ipatant d*un foorme riie. 

M^me moi, gros ben6t, 
Je prends ma large part des vivats qu'on adresse. 

lis senent joyeuaement let mains tenduet. Det pauvret. en loqnet, vien- 

nent, tendant leun chapeaux rapifc^ 

DON QUICHOTTE. & Sancho. 

Sancho, vide ta poche, et r6jouis ces gueux. 

Car il faut qu'aujourd'hui nous soyons tous heureux! 

Brandiatant aa lance, let yeux au del. 

Vivent les S^raphins, les Archanges, les Trdnes! 

SANCHO. piteuz. 

Notre pauvre souper qui se fond en aumdnes. 

*"^ II distribue I'argent & toute la canaille qui ett accourue. 



r 



DON QUICHOTTE. 

Donne k profusion, mon fils, sois g6n6reux 

Et tSche, comme moi, d'Stre jeune... amoureux. 

Avec enthousiasme — entour6 par la foule— jeune. ardent. 

Ah! c'est beau la jeunesse, et bon quoi qu'on en dise! 

Cette galte m'emparadise! 
Je voudrais que la joie embaumllt les chemins, 

La bont6, le coeur des humains, 



Act I DON QUIXOTE 17 

CROWD, enthiuiastically. 

Long live the worthy Knight, 
Don Quixote de la Mancha! 
Here's to the good and faithful Sancho! 
And Rosinante too — the ass — the portly squire! 

All acclaim them! 



DON QUIXOTE, mounted, poising hia lance, says delightedly 

to Sancho. 

'Tis a marvel to note how all the world knows me! 

Don Quixote and Sancho dismount; a servant takes charge of the two 
animals. 

SANCHO, with a broad grin and a fat laugh. 

Even I, portly fool, 
I shareinfuUand goodly measure thisgrand welcome. 

They gleefully shake the hands stretched out to them; beggars, ragged, 
maimed, and halt, hold out their tattered hats for alms. 



DON QUIXOTE, to Sancho. 

Sancho, turn out thy wallet, and let these beggars 

feast, 
For on this day I would that every heart were glad! 

Raising his lance and gazing upward. 

Hail, ye angels and saints, ye Archangels, ye hea- 
vens! 

SANCHO. woefuUy. 

No sup for us to-night, now must we two go empty. 

DON QUIXOTE, while Sancho distributes money to the Riff-Raff. 

Give now, freely, freely! And stint them not, my 

son! 
Example take from me, cling to youth — live for love! 

With enthusiasm, surrounded by a young and eager crowd. 

Ah! Good and sweet is youth, though fools there be 
that flout it! 
This laughter fills me with rejoicing! 
Come, gladness, and make our pathways sweet with 
perfume, 

Oh, kindness, cleanse the heart of man, 



,4 



18 DON QUICHOTTt; Acte l*- 

Qu'un £ternel soleil illuminftt les plaines, 
Que les boia 4ventfe par de fratches haleines 
N'eussent que des parfums et dcs fruits savoureux, 
Des ruisseaux chantant clair et que tout fQt heureux! 

Un dffilC [lUK dennt Don Qulchotte. On 

itUUamclu." OoluiMlide-" '" " 

L& place K Tide peu 1 peu. L^ 

DON OUICHOTTE eanie ub 



pn. L« crfpuKle com 



"O Duldn^e! 
"Voici I'heure fortune!.. 



Vous allez ameuter alcade, r^dor, 

Rlut. 

Peut-fitre rfveiller le Cid Camp6ador!... 

Maltre, je serais fier de voir la noble dame, 

Mais c'est plus fort que moi, mon gosier me rtelame. 

Cette rouge lueur qui me clignole au loin: 
C'est I'auberge oil j'aurai grand soin 
De me soOler, non d'all^gresse, 
Mais de la vraie et bonne ivresae! 

DON QUICHOTTK, Bvec f roldeur. 

Laisse-moi. 



Seigneur! 
Sous ce balcon, goQtez voire bonheur, 

Ld! rediast nn boiuiet. 

Je suis votre assoiff^, mais humble serviteur, 

"Ah! comme on vous h^berge 
Dans cette aubergel..." 



Cet homme a fait le voeu, prononc^ le serment 
D'etre jusqu'cl la fin, 6tonnant, stup^fiant... 



Pais il a'filD[BDc rapldemoit- 



Act I DON QUIXOTE 19 

Come, endless sunshine, and illumine plain and 

meadow! 
Oh, ye woods, lightly sway in the gentlestof zephyrs. 
Ye streamlets, sing aloud;all the world,shoutfor joy! 

Loud applause. Don Quiax>te is pelted with flowers; a regular procession 
passes before him, with shouts of: "Long live Don Quizotel" The stage 
now gradually empties: Twilight begins to falL 

DON QUIXOTE throws a long kiss to Duldnea's window. 

Oh, Dulcinea! 
The hour of joy! 

SANCHO. 

Wouldst thou provoke to wrath alcaid or regidor. 

With a laugh. 

Perchance awake the Cid, mighty Campeador? 

Sir Knight, right proud were I to see this noble lady. 

But stronger than my will, my stomach grows 
impatient — 

Yonder cheery red glow winks at me from afar; 
'Tis the hostel, there shall I regale 
My pressing needs, not with romancing, 
But good and downright heavy drinking! 

DON QUIXOTE, curtly. 

Get thee gone! 

SANCHO. bantering. 

My lord. 
Beneath that balcony enjoy thy sweets. 

Taking o£F his cap^ 

Thy thirsty liegeman, sir, but humble still withal. 

Sancho goes out, singing an old burden. 

Ah! Good food and good housing. 
Mirth and carousing! 

Night falls gently, blue bnd serene. Don Quixote, absorbed in contempla- 
tion before Dulcinea's balcony, breaks the silence with a ritoumelle on 
his mandoline. Hearing the mandoline, Semcho comes back, and, point- 
ing to Don Quixote, says pompously: 

That man has vowed and sworn 
To amaze and stupefy mankind-^ 

He goes out hurriedly. 
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20 DON QUICHOTTE Acte 1« 

DON OUICHOTTB, teal, tite amoascoKaiait. 

Quand apparaissent les 6toiles 
Et quand la nuit du fond des deux 
Couvre la terre de ses voiles... 
Je fais ma pri^re k tes yeux! 
Dans la fleur... 

II est intenomiNi par Don Juan. 
JUAN, nSOtear, lul ooniMuit la parole. 

Qu'est cela» mon beau mandoliniste? 

DON QUICHOTTE, Ingtemnent. 

Une chanson d'amour. 

JUAN 

Est-elle gate ou triste? 

DON QUICHOTTE. aTec enthoqriawnc. 

Elle pent 6tre Tune et Tautre ^galement, 

Car c'est une chanson d'amant; 
Pour ma Dame d'Amour : la Belle Dulcin^el 

JUAN, inaolent. 

Vieux fou, je vous defends... 

DON QUICHOTTE, bondissant aona rinaulte. 

Avez-vous une 6p6e? 

JUAN, d£galnant. 

A me servir, monsieur, elle est trop occup6e 
Pour me quitter jamais. 

DON QUICHOTTE, d^galnant k son tour. 

Que la chanson du fer 
Remplace le refrain qui montait pur et clair 
Vers vous, 6toiles innocentes!... 



Act I DON QUIXOTE 21 

DON QUIXOTE, alone, panioitately. 

When the stars gleam in countless number, 

When the night's veil beclouds the skies, 
When the earth falls to rest and slumber — 

Here I breathe my prayer to thine eyes! 
To thy tender lips — 

He is interrupted by JuAn. 
JUAN, breaking in with a polite sneer. 

What may that be, gallant mandoline-player? 

DON QUIXOTE, simply. 

It is a song of love. 

JUAN. 

A song of joy or sadness? 

DON QUIXOTE, with enthusiasm. 

Tis a song sad and joyful too, or one, or both. 
For is it not a lover's song 
For my Lady of Love, the Princess Dulcinea? 

JUAN, hisolenUy. 

Old fool, I do forbid— 

DON QUIXOTE, starting at the insult. 

Dost thou carry a weapon? -j 

JUAN, drawing. 

No sword of mine, good sir, has the time to be idle. 
And here it serves my need. 

DON QUIXOTE, also drawing. 

The music of our swords 
Shall now supplant that song which arose pure 
and clear 

To seek the stars lofty and stainless! 
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} 



Us oomincBcCBt & fen«ilkr. Soodaia Doa Qoichofcte se fnppt le froBt, 

icmet na €p€e an f ourreao. 

Oh! pardon, cher monsieur, des rimes sont absentes 
Au cantique d'amour que j'allais r6citer; 
Avant de vous tuer, je tiens k les chanter. 

DuldDte, k Km balcoo, k noltM cmdMt, r6p£te lei parolei de I'inooiuia qui 
chante, aans Hrc rut ni de lul ni de Jitan. Don Quichotte oontinae penla 
daiMKMirtTe* 

Et c'est dans la fleur de tes l^vres 
Qui ne sauraient jamais mentir 
Qu'Amour tout palpitant de fi^vres 
S'est fait un nid pour s'y blottir. 

n tenniae n rltottmelle, puii fl envoie un baiter yen la fenftfe de Dnl* 
dn/tt qui Ticnt de quitter ton bakxm. II rejette aa mandoline derritee too 
doe et tire son 4pfe. Lee deux advenairee ae remettent en garde. Inter- 
vention de Duldnfe qui itpare lei 6p6ea d'un coup d'^ventaii. et 
entre lea combattaata. 



DULCIN^E. gaie k Don Quichotte en s'fventant. 

Tiens! c'est vous qui lanciez des vers k ma fenStre? 

DON QUICHOTTE, simple et ravi. 

C'est moi! 

DULCIN£b, ICgdrement. 

Les strophes sont d'un mattre. 

DMgnant la mandoline. 

Et vous jouez, mon cher, de ce noble instrument 
Comme de votre 6p6e, avec un air charmant. 

JUAN, jalouz. 

Madame! 

DULCIN^E, k part, k Juan en lui aouriant. 

Riez done, grand jaloux que vous Stes!... 

Revenant vexa Don Quichotte ravi. 

J'aime paladins et pontes, 
L'amour est avec eux d'une distinction 
Parfaite et qui contraste avec la passion 

Dont un autre amant nous opprime. 
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They croM swoidi. Suddenly Don Quixote daps hia hand to his fore- 
head and sheathes his sword. 

Your pardon, good sir, a rhyme or two is wanting 
To the love-serenade I had set out to sing. 
I would finish my task ere I settle with thee. 

Dulcinea, half-hidden, on the balcony, repeats the words of the unknown 
singer, unobserved by Juan and Don Quixote; Don Quixote continues 
his riiapsody. 

And to thy lips so tender 
Sweet as a flow'r, too pure to lie, 
Love faint and fluttering — seeking a nest, weary will 
hie — 

Yield him to them, in eager surrender! 

As he finishes, Dulcinea comes down from the balcony. He tosses his 
mandoline behind his back, and draws. The combatants cross swordb 
again. Dulcinea intervenes, knocks up the weapons with her fan. and 
separates the combatants. 

DULCINEA, to Don Quixote, fanning herself. 

Ah! 'twas thee I heard singing just under my 
windowl 

DON QUIXOTE, artlessly, in rapture. 

'Twas I. 

DULCINEA. lighUy. 

Thou art a poet truly. 

Pointing to the mandoline. 

This noble weapon, too, it would seem thou dost 
wield. 
No less than thy good sword, with charming skill 
and grace. 

JUAN, jealous. 

My lady! 

DULCINEA, aside to Juan, smiling at him. 

Laugh with me, 'twere but ill to be jealous! — 

Turning again to the delighted Don Quixote. 

None save the paladin and poet 

Can write or sing of love 
With thy true consummate perfection. 
Thou hast no jealous fancy and caprice 
That fret me in one other lover — 
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OoD Qnichotcc (one k« ytui; ba« I Juan qol I'lnD^t jiloiii. fun 

D61ideusement d'ailleurs... et c'est un crime 
Que je te pardonne. 

Elle lul avole ua baiKt du bout dc Km fvencalL 
JUAN. GfTmuanBic 



DULCIN'Se. I'anCtuit duii »n Han d'uiour. 

Mais allez me chercher 
Ma mantille. 

JUAN, farieut. monuant Don Qulcholte taujoma ntuii. 

Mais... 

DULCIN£E,hButaiae.PnMi» mtduince. 

Quoi? 

Pnla ■ouiiBDte A Jiua dcirifre «d ^entail, en bsuffian; lei fpaules. 

Laissez-moi m'amuser! 

DON OUICHOTTE, tourranl [« ycui, regardint Bvec ilupeur pani 
Juan. SucpriB, i Dulcinte. 

Comment! Vous m'empSchez 
De couper la gorge A mon adversaire? 

DUlXINfiE. paraimant trembler. 

Que dites-vous? Qu'alUez-vous faire? 

DON QUICHOTTE, maieetucut 



DULCIN^E. gmtiment. 

Vous §tes, monseigneur, plus que compromettant. 

Pour un peu de musique, un brin de po^sie, 
Vous auriez done la fantaisie 
De rfepandre du sang! Que non!... 
Je veux mod^rer votre ardeur. 

Le frOlant BU passue. 
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Aside to the jealous Joan, while Don Quixote closes his eyes. 

Charming and sweet in all but this— 
Yet 'tis a fault I cannot but pardon. 

Throws him a kiss on the tip of her fan. 
JUAN, passionately. 

Ah!— 

DULCINEA, cutting short his outburst. 

Go within now and bring me 
My mantilla. 

JUAN, discontentedly pointing to Don Quixote still ecstatic 

But— 

DULCINEA. haughty and mischievous. 

But?— 

Then smiling at Juan behind her fan, with a shrug. 

Do not grudge me my jest! 

Juan goes out, ill-pleased with Dulcinea's coquettish humor. Don Quixote 
opening his eyes, is amazed to see Juan go; he says to Dulcinea. in surprise. 

DON QUIXOTE. 

How now? Must I be thwarted 
In cutting down him that is my rival? 

DULCINEA, feigning fright. 

What dost thou mean? What was thy purpose? 

DON QUIXOTE, grandly. 

Why, to strike him dead. 

DULCINEA, prettily. 

Most brave and worthy knight, too fiery is thy 
mood! 

For one short strain of music- 
One simple little poem — 
Wouldst thou indulge a mad fantastic whim 
For the shedding of blood? — No, no! 

Following up her advantage. 



r 
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DON QinCHOTTE IRnblc dc loif, mil* cbcrchr k pantue Implacable. 

Le nom 
De cet homme? 

DULCIN^F.. ayant I'alr dc auppUs. 

Qu'importe! 11 est de mon cort^e, 
Piti^, mon chevalier! Ma bont6 le protfcge, 
II est de mes amis, attaches ^ mes pas. 

DON QUICHOTTE, tranguille. 

Vous n'avez aujourd'hui qu'ajoum6 son tr^pas! 

DULCIN£e. panasant tloublfc. lu( nurtunt la main luT la bouche n 

Voiis me faites pleurer... Puis-je vous croire 
encore?... 

DON QUICHOTTE balbudc. itraagl« d'teatJoa. 

Moi... mais... je vous adore! 



Pour vous choyer et vous ser\ir, 
Je vous offre un chSteau sur le Guadalquivir. 
Les jours y passeront duvetfe de tendresse, 
Parfum^s d'id^al et fleuris de c 



DULCINfiE, avec Han. 

Alors... vous devriez, 
mon h^ros superbe, k I'&me valeureuse, 

Pour me voir tres heureuse, 
Tentef- de ravoir le collier 

Qu'hier, sur ma poudreuse, 
Le bandit T6n4brun osa me d^rober... 

DON QUICHOTTE. fiSreroent, 

Devrais-je succomber, 
Demain, je partirai I'Sme claire et joyeuse 
Heureux de vous donner cette preuve d' 

Dulcin^ reprend les paroles de Don Ouichctte. 
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I would I could make thee relent. 

DON QUIXOTE, trembling with Joy, but trying to appear Implacable. 

The name of this fellow! 
His name! 

DULCINEA. 

It matters not! 

Pleading. 

'Tis but a poor admirer — 

Be kind, my gentle knight! 
He is a friend devout, and one who serves me well — 

DON QUIXOTE. QuieUy. 

He is spared for the nonce, but ere long he shall die! 

Duldnea makes a ihow of emotion, and puta a hand to his lips with a sweet 

smile. 

DULCINEA. 

For thy words I do weep — Can I believe and trust 
thee?— 

DON QUIXOTE, stammering, choking with emotion. 

Me? — But — I do adore thee! 

^th great vigour and warmth. 

For thy behest I'd give my all, 
I offer thee my keep on broad Guadalquivir, 
There let us while the hours, rapt in dalliance en- 
chanting. 
In a dream of delight, and a feast of caresses! — 

DULCINEA. quickly. 

Well then — Now prove thy boast, m 

My transcendental hero — My lion-hearted cham- ^ 

pion, ^ 

Wouldst thou make me truly happy — 
Go forth then and win back for me my necklace — 
That yester eve the brigand chief Tenebrun 
Did dare to steal from me. 

DON QUIXOTE, proudly. 

Though death be my reward. 
To-morrow I go forth — 
Weil pleased to show thee thus one small token of 
love. 

Duldnea catches up his words. 



\ 
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DULCIN^E. foUemeBt coquette et promettcuM. 

Si vous 6tes vainqueur!... Vous verrez au retour!... 

Don Qiikiiotte poee Im main tur ton cceur et met tm genou en tcnc devant 
Doldnfe dont U baiw la main. On entend let amoureux de Dttldn6e 
oondnitt par Juan qui rapporte la mantiUe de la Bdle. A Don Quichotte 

Mais void mes amis... 



Don Quicliotte ctt K gtr e m ent Interloou^ en voyant Dnldnfe pfcndre le 

bras de Juan. 



DULCIN6e. 4 Don Quichotte, jouant la t^riiite. 

Souvenez-vous... Messire! 

DON QUICHOTTE. avec un tentiment d'Honnement. 

Partir... avec celui?... 

* DULCINte, rieuee et faltant la groeie voIjl 

Que vous vouliez occire! 

Lui lappeiant m. prome«e« 

Vous aviez pardonn6... 



DON QUICHOTTE. avec un gefte de condeecendance, Iniwf tomber ua 

**oui" pldn d'indulgence. 

Oui. 



DULCIN^E, follement prometteuae 4 Don Quichotte radieuz. 

Au retour... grand ami!... 



DttldnCe Ta rejeindre wea ami* rieurs aprte avoir envoys un baiter 4 Do» 

Quichotte tremblant de bonheur. 

JUAN, avec la bande joyeuae, ayant Dulcin6e au bru. 

Son amour vous amuse? 

DULCIN^E, s'amuaant. 

II est drdle! Je suis sa d6sse!... 

JUAN. s'eKlaffattt. 

Sa muse!... 

^data de rira. 
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DULCINEA, 

And if in triumph thou return, 
Thou shalt see when we meet! 

Don Quixote, with hia hand on his heart, has knelt and iakiaalng Duldnea't 
hand when the Toices of the four admirers are heard, led by Juan with the 
mantilla. To Don Quixote. 

Tis my friends coming near! 

Don Quixote is somewhat disconcer t ed at seeing Duldnea t&ke Juan's arm. 



DULCINEA. to Don Quixote, assuming severity. 

Do not forget — Your honour! 

DON QUIXOTE, in astonishment. 

Wouldst thou — leave me — for him? 

DULCINEA. laughing, with mock solemnity. 

Whom thou hast doomed to slaughter! 

Reminding Don Quixote of his promise. 

Thou hast pardoned his fault — 



DON QUIXOTE, with a fine gesture of condescension, utters a 

magnanimous "Yes." 

Yes. 

DULCINEA, to the radiant Don Quixote, making mischierous iiromises. 

Till we meet — noble friend! 

Duldnea rejoins her laughing friends after throwing a kiss to the enraptured 

Don Quixote. 

JUAN, to Duldnea. taking her arm. 

Doth his passion divert thee? 

DULCINEA, enjoying the fun. 

He is crazy! — ^And he calls me his goddess! 

JUAN, convulsed. 

His muse! 

Peals of laughter. 



i 



> 
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DON QUICHOTTE. montaat m nide, ■eul, sfm^ve. immobile. 6er. la 

laacc au poins. dana le tilence. 

EUe in*aime» c*est clair, et va me revenir 
Bientdt avec des yeux mouill^ de repentir. 
Ah! son lire d'enfant, sa d-marche onduleuse. 
Son (sil tendre, c&lin et sa voix enjdleuse! 
Je ne bougerai pas, quoi qu'il puisse advenir : 
Ma parole est sacr^e, et je veux la tenir. 

Ao loin, oo emend Is Toix ricuae dc Duldnte. Tout cat calme dana laLrfOtt, 
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DON QUIXOTE, dignified, motioolcH and im>nd, lance in hand, alone io 

the silence. 

Ah, she loves me, she will return to me 

Weeping and penitent, craving for grace. 

Ah, she laughed as a child, and she moved as a 

goddess. 
Bewitching me, while her voice coaxed and cajoled 

me! 
I will not yield, though it cost me my life, 
My word is sacred, I will stand by my pledge. 

In Uie dliitancr Duldnea is heard lanshing. All la illent in the town 



i 




ACTE DEUXIEME 



Un lerer d'aurore tria ro«e dans la campagne. Lei ba£ei enveloiment 
enoore le fond du theatre. Lea monfinii 1001 invUbles dana le brouiUard 



DONQUICHOTTB entre aur Roaainante. am lance &raro(m;iljoaede.aa 
mandoline, et lea yeoz au del **chexche dea rimea" pour dea coupleta, en 
I'honneur de Duldn^. 

SANCHO toant, aoufBant, conduit & la foil par la bride Roaalnante et le 
8riaon« 



DON QUICHOTTE, cherchant. avec diflScult^. aea rim« 



> 



C'est vers ton amour 
Que je soupire... nuit et jour, 
Ma Dulcin6e, 

Ah! ah! 
Ma Dulcin6e, 

Ah! ah! 
Dame de ma pens6e! 
Ah! ah! 
De toi mon &me est oppresste, 



n aemble heureux d'avoir trouv6 aa rime au mot : petta6e. 

Ma Dulcin6e, 
Ah! ah! ah! 
Mais j'ai vu ton 6moi, 
Ah! ah! 
Je sais que tu penses k moi, 
Ah! ah! 



ACT II 



Ciimaon dawn in the country. A haze still obscarcfl the horiy •*'» Tlie 
windmills are blotted out by the mists. 



DON QUIXOTE enters on Roainante. lance in sling; he is pteying his 
mandoline and. with upturned gaze, searches for rhymes to couplets 
composed to Dalclnea. 

SANCHO, panting and perspiring, leads Rosinante and Dapple. 



DON QUIXOTE, racking his bram for rhymes. 

To love thee alway — 
My heart is yearning night and day! 
Dulcinea! 
Ah! ah! 4 

Queen of beauty! r 

I worship thee in duty! 
Ah! ah! 
By thee my spirit is oppressed — 

Delighted at finding a rhyme to "oppressed.'! 

Lady blessed! 
Ah! ah! ah! 
Thy trembling I did see — 
Ah! ah! 
I know that thou dost think of me! 
Ah! ah! 



DON QUICHOTTE 

Ma Dulcln^e, 

Ah! ah! 
Je crois en toi! 
Ah! ah! 



Croyez-moi, Chevalier, nous nous sommes tromp 
Les ennemis qu'hier vous avez dissip6s 
En chargeant i grands cris de : "Vive Dulcinte 
Et mort aux m^cr^ants!" 



C'^tait tout simplement la troupe combing 

De petits cochons noirs et de gros moutons blancs! 

DON OUICHOTTE:, Uitt cslmr, tout en lirant de n poclic dc quol tain. 

Tes paroles me font sourire... 

Don QidchottF at dr aulce datu le las de n i:ompogltl(ni. 
SANCHO t»ve ]« bras au cid. 

Eniin, il est heureux... respectons son d61ire. 

Mais il pouwe un oi, « tStant I'fchinc. 

Pour peu qu'on marche encor, k la fin de I'^tfi 

Je iui rendrai des points pour la gracilit^; 
Tout se volatilise en moi, si cela dure... 

GriEnaaE et » contemplant btcc douieur. 

J'ai d^jck resserr^ trois crans ^ ma ceinture! 

DON QUICHOTTE, ravE. compoBant son air. 



Tra la la la la la! 
Tra la la la! 



Act II DON QUIXOTE 35 

Sweet Duldnea! 

Ah! ah! 
I trust in thee! 
Ah! ah! 

In npture* 

Ah! ah! 

Doo Qniaote diamounU, lUll absorbed in bis poem. Ssacbo wipes bis 
fofcbcsd and leads tbe animals to a tbicket. 

SANCHO comes bade, annoyed to exasperation; he interrupts 

Don Quixote's apostropbes. 

Please your grace, good sir Knight, but I think we 

were fooled. 
The foes that yesterday thou didst scatter and rout, 
And charge with shouts and cries of: **Long live 

Dulcinea!" 

And **Death to rogues and thieves!" 

T^inghing. 

Were no foes indeed, but simple harmless cattle, 
A drove of small black pigs mixed with big white 
sheep! 

DON QUIXOTE is quite calm; bringing tablets from his pocket, 
he begins jotting down a love-song. 

Thy suspicions but make me smile — 

Don Quixote settles down to the throes of composition. 
SANCHO. throwing up his arms. 

At last — ^he's happy now — ^all respect to his frenzy. 

Gives a cry. feeling his backbone. 

It wants but little more, and ere summer be done 

Looking at Don Quixote, who is beating time, absorbed in his work. 

My portly shape will find itself more lean than his. 
I shall evaporate in air — ^if this continue — 

Moaning and survejring his figure in distress. 

For I have tightened up three holes in my poor 
girdle! 

DON QUIXOTE, absorbed in composition.. 

La, la la la! 
Tra, la, la, la! 
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Sancho, tubitemeiit fon en rentendant chanter, ae fnppe la t6te avec son 
pain, Mute en I'air. crie. mcmtre lea polngi aa deU Don Qukhotte surpria 
k ngaide tTCC atupeur. 

Deviens-tu fou, Sancho! 



SANCHO. Cdatant. 

Out! 
Tout de mSme... 6tre id! 



n 



Parce que Dona Dulcin6e 
IJsant de son poiivoir... 

A part, en cfoqnant raceuaement dana ton pain. 

La coquine damn^e! 

Hant. 

Vous a dit un beau soir: 

Imitant one voix de femme. 

Qu'il existait dans la Sierra voisine 
Un bandit qui pille, assassine... 
Mais... qui lui d^roba tel bijou de valeun 

Avec la voix naturelle, en colore. 

Voilk que nous courons sus au hardi voleur! 
Cette dame se rit de nous deux, mon bon maitre. 

DON QUICHOTTE. avec airfoit^. 

Pour en parler ainsi, c'est ne pas la connaltre, 
C'est ignorer son cceur. 

SANCHO, haussant les ^paules en levant lea bras au deL 

Au contraire, seigneur! 

DON QUICHOTTE. calme, douz. souriant. 

Mon Sancho, tu m'amuses. 



SANCHO, dans une explocion de colore et d'indignation. 

Les femmes, chevalier, c'est tout mensonge et 
ruses! 
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Sa nch o, raddenly maddened by the dngiiii, ttrfkee his fofehced with hit 
bread, ghret a wild leap into the air, and ■hakes his fists. 

DON QUIXOTE, looks at him. suiprised and amased. 

Art thou possessed, good Sancho? 

SANCHO, expkKllng. 

Yes! 
I am mad to be here! 

Raging. 

Because the Doiia Dulcinea 
Hath ill-used her pow'r — 

Aside, mnnrhing savagely. 

Curse that impudent sauce-box! — 

Aloud. 

And did tell thee, that night, 

Mimirking a woman's voice. 

That in the neighbouring Sierra 

Lived a bandit chief, a thieving cutthroat — 
That he had plundered her of a jewel of worth. 

Xn his natnxal voice, angrily. 

For this we sally forth, hard on the heels of the 

thief! 
But my lady doth mock at us both, honoured 

master. 

DON QUIXOTE, unruffled. 

To ra»f upon her thus but betrays thine own folly — 
Her heart thou canst not know. 

SANCHO, with a shrug and a wave of his arms. 

On the contrary, my lord! 

DON QUIXOTE, with a Quiet smile. 

Nay, good Sancho, thou dost amuse me. 

SANCHO, exploding with anger and indignation. 

A woman, honoured Knight, is all deceit and 
lying! 
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DON QUICHOTTB, boodlMMit. tadl«n«. 

Quoi? 

SANCHO, oette foil, t^tu oomme nne mule en faiMnt dgne qa'U ne 

d^mordra pM de aon idie. 

Oui. 

Pnif M frottant Itt malni et cUgnant de Toeil. 

Ce qui m'enchante en notre beau m6tier 
C'est que j'ai pu laisser au logis ma moiti^! 
Qa me console, je le jure, 
Quand je sens les nodosity 

Se paMant let maint sur lea leliis. 

De mon asinesque monture 
M'entrer dans les... rotondit^s 
Dont m'a dot6 Dame Nature. 
Comment peut-on penser du bien 

Avec nne indignation comlque. s'adrenant A Don Quicliotte incrtdtde, qui 

• eourit avec pitif. 

De ces coquines, ces pendardes, 

Ces menteuses, ces bavardes, 
Dont la meilleure ne vaut rien? 

Regardez cette devote 

Sancho jouant la aoftne* 

Qui passe en baissant les yeux, 
Et par les rues trotte, trotte, 
£diiiant jeunes et vieux. 
Tout k coup sous sa mantille 
Pourquoi ce regard qui brille? 
C'est qu'elle a vu s'entr'ouvrir 
Une porte d6rob6e... 
Par oil va s'6vanouir 
La coquine emb^guinte! 

Se tmrdant de lire. 

Et le man se morfond, 
Trouvant bien longue la messe, 
Tout en se grattant le front 
Qui le picotte sans cesse... 

Sentendeusement. 

La femme est un d6mon vicieux et malin 
Cr66 pour le malheur du sexe masculin! 
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1X>M OUIXOTB. Muting Indiiutlr. 

What? 

SANCHO, vom obidaate m • mole and MkUnt to hli point. 

Yes! 

Then with a wink, rubhliig hit handi. 

'Tis my one joy in this mad pilgrimage 
That I contrive to leave behind me — my wife! 
It doth console me in discomfort, 
When all those nodulated humps 

Rabhbs hit back. 

On Dapple's asinine old backbone 
Stick into those rotundities 
With which Dame Nature hath endowed me. 
What good can man expect to find 

WiUi comic Indignation, to the tmiling and incredulous Don Quixote. 

In saucy minxes, pert and brazen, 
Deceitful hussies, shameless baggages, 

The very best not worth one straw! 
See, hither comes a woman saintly, 

Acting as he speaks. 

She goes by with downcast eyes. 
Along the street moves tripping, tripping, 

A model wife for all to see. 

But behind her drawn mantilla — 
Why this sudden glance that sparkles? 

She has seen a secret gate 

At a sign half open slyly — 

Through the doorway disappears 

This little jade infatuated! 

Squinning with laughter. 

Meantime her lord cools his heels. 
He finds the Mass long and tedious, 
Scratching his unhappy head 
He frets and chafes unceasingly — 

Sententiously. 

A woman is a fiend and a plague and pestilence 
Created for the ruin of us luckless men. 
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Qu'elles viennent d'Afrique, 
D'Asie ou d*Am^rique, 
Qu'elles aient le nez fin, 
Camus, aquilin, 
Qu'elles soient brunes, rousses, blondes, 
Plates, dodues, minces ou rondes, 
Nous sommes les souris de ces 6tres {61ins, 

L'homme est une victime, et les maris... des Saints! 

Let bnimes ■'fifeveiont doucement; pea & peu let monlint appanhioot. 

DON QUICHOTTE. d€tigiiant le fond. 

Homme de peu, regarde!... 

SANCHO. tunautant. regardant autour de lui. 

Pourquoi? 

DON QUICHOTTE. d€tignant le premier moulin. 

Sancho!... En garde! 
Vois 1^-bas se dresser dans le fond opalin 
Ce terrible g^ant... 

SANCHO. ahuri. 

Maitre, c'est un moulin! 

D'autiet mottllnt apparaiatent vaguement dans le fond. 
DON QUICHOTTE, transport^ d'une noble impatience. 

Rustre, c'est les grants qui dans leur arrogance 
Tentent de m'arr^ter. 
FoUe est leur insolence, 
Je vais les chitier! 

SANCHO. avec plti& 

O fatale d^mence! 

Le pauvre recommence! 

II court chercher Rostinante qu'il ramdne avec effarement. 
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FlyiBgiBtoa 

Be she Eastern or Western, 
Or Northern, or be she Southern, 
Be her nose long or short, a snub or a pug. 
Or be she flaxen, dark or carroty. 
Weedy, or fleshy, dumpy, bouncing, 
The man is but a mouse to play with. 
And the woman the cat. 

Beside hiinfelf. 

We men are helpless victims, and married men are 
Saints! 

Tbe base begin* to lift, the windmflli gradually become yiflble. 
DON QUIXOTE, pointing to the hoiison. 

Craven of heart! Look yonder! 

SANCHO, itaitled. looking atound him. 

What is it? 

DON QUIXOTE, pointing to the fint windmilL 

Now, Sancho! On guard! 
Look — down there — a gaunt shape! In the blue of 

the haze. 
That huge monster's a giant — 

SANCHO. amaxed. 

Master, that is a windmill! 

Other windmiUa appear, dimly outlined. 
DON QUIXOTE, magnificently impatient. 

Blockhead, those forms are giants, that, haughty, 
proud and boastful, 

Dare thus to hinder me. 

Dare to affront my knighthood; 

I mean to punish them! 

SANCHO, pityingly. 

A curse on this madness! 

Once more the craze has got him — 

Rnna to fetch Roeinante. bringing him bacic in bewilderment. 
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DON QUICHOTTE 



Acte 2"« 



DON QUICHOTTE, tinnt toa 6pte et lancuit le dCA au premier moolin. 

G^ant» monstrueux cavalier, 
Si votre coeur n'est pas cuirass6 de vaillance, 
Faites-nous place, ou bien k la dague, k la lance, 
Je vous porte un d6fi, moi le Haut-Chevalier! 



moulina te mettcnt i toumer. On entend leur tlc-tac, Don Quichotte 

bcandlt wn 6p^ 

Voo grands gestes ne font qu'exalter mon courage! 
Arri^re! ou bien k Tinstant 
Je m'ouvre un large passage 
Dans votre chair et votre sang! 

SANCHO. nayiC 

Mon Dieu! quelle folie! 



DON QUICHOTTE, t'Oance sor RoMinante. renfounaie.aaititen«iiiteM 

lance, puis d'une voix tonnante. 

£cuyer, avec moi, dis que je les d6fie! 

DON QUICHOTTE et SANCHO. qui. tremblant de pear •oiu lea regaidi 
furibondt de son mattre. crie auesi fort qu'il i)eut. 

G^ant, monstrueux cavalier, 
Si votre coeur n'est pas cuirass^ de vaillance, 

Faites- j ^^ [ place, ou bien k la dague, k la lance, 
if \ vous porte un d6fi, > PJ?* j le Haut-Chevalier! 

Puis Don Quichotte bien couvert de son €cu, la lance en arrfit, frappe 
furieusement les flanca de Rossinante et charge contre les moulins & 
vent aux cris r€p€UB de : "Dulcin6el Dulcin6el pour toi* ma Dame de 
Beaut^l" Tandis que le pauvre Sancho. & genoux, se lamente en criant ; 
"Quel malheurl Au secoursi Au secoursi Mon bon mattrel H^s! H^lasl 
J€su8. Marie, venez le d^livrerl" Le meunier, ahuri. paratt & la fenttre 
du moulin. Le rideau se ferme trda vite au moment oil Don Quichotte 
fonoe sur le moulin. 

Le rideau se rouvrira et Ton apeicevra Don Quichotte, accroch£. par le 
fond de son haut de chausses. voltigeant par les airs. enlev4 par une aile 
du moulin. On I'entendra tou jours crier d^sesp^r^ment: "Dulcin6el Dul- 
dnfel pour toi. ma Dame de Beaut^l..." S^ancho poussera des cris en 
9Bnt de Tarr^ter an voL Soleil levant. Ciel incendi& 



k-^ 
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DON QUIXOTB, with dnwn twonl. hurliac defiance t the fiivt 

windmUl. 

Avaunt» monster foe, grisly knight! 
Unless thy heart be armed with triple brass of 
courage, 

Stand thou aside now, 
If not» in the combat, at the spear-point, 
Here I fling thee my gage, I, the Knight of Knightsl 



The windmills begin to nsrolTe: the whining of the mSI» be o o m ee iiadlbte; 

Don QuisEote waves his tword. 



Thy wild gestures but serve to add fire to my 
courage^ 
Stand back! stand back! if not, in a trice. 
Through thy gross carcase steeped in blood 
rU carve and cleave me a pathway! 



SANCHO. 

Good Lord! This madness! 



DON QUIXOTE leapa on to Rosinante't back, adaea hia lanoe. then criea 

in a voice of thunder: 

Now repeat, after me, Say I bid them all defiance! 

DON QUIXOTE and SANCHO. who, cowed by his master, shouts at the 

top of his voice. 

Avaunt! etc. 

IXm Quixote, crouching behind hit shield, lance in rest, gives Roeinante 
a furious cut across his lean flanks, and charges the Windmills, with re- 

Kated cries of "Dukineal Duldnea! This for thee, zny Lady of Beautyl" 
eaawhile Sancho. on his knees, groans and shouts: "Ob. obi Hdp, 
helpl My dear Master! Ob. ohl The Lord deliver himl" The bewildered 
miller appears at the windmill casement, and the curtain descends 
rapidly Just as Don Quixote charges the sails. 

When the curtain is raised again. Don Quixote is seen whirling round, 
entangled in the sails cj the Windmill; he still cries desperately: "Duldneal 
Duldneal This for thee, my Lady of Beauty I" Sancho shrieks and at- 
tempts to catch him as he revolves. Sunrise in a flaming sky. 



ACTE TROISIEME 



DANS LA SIERRA 



Le cripusde rouge, magnifique. 

Fourr6fl i dxoite et k gauche. Profilt vagues de montagnes. 



DON QUICHOTTE. coiitempl£ par SANCHO. tenant par la bride Rossi- 
nante et le grison. est & quatre pattes; il regarde attentivement les traces 
du chemin. II s'toie radieux : 



C'est ici le chemin que prennent les bandits 
Quand ils rentrent en leur taudis. 

Se relevant. 

D6b&te le grison, desselle Rossinante, 

Les caressant. 

Peut-6tre fatigues par notre course ardente! 

Don Quichotte embrasse le museau de son cheval. 
SANCHO, trds peu rassur^ 

Ce lieu d6gage une 6pouvante 
Qui h6risse mon poil et celui du grison. 

II tire les animaux au dehors, dans un pr6. 

Allez, mes chers agneaux, brouter T^pais gazon! 

DON QUICHOTTE. tendant I'indez. 

Ne vois-tu rien qui bouge au fond de la clairi&re? 



ACT III 



SIERRA 

The g org e o u t red of m Betting ■on. 

Clamps of trees right and left. Mountains faintly outlined in the distance 

DON QUIXOTE ison aU fours, with his eyes fixed on footurints. SANCHO 
watches him, holding Rodnante and Dapple; Don Quixote ezdaima 
with delight: 

DON QUIXOTE. 

Here are tracks, 'tis the path by which the bandits 
come 

In their passage to their retreat — 

Rising. 

Unharness thy good Dapple, unsaddle Rosinante, 

Patting them. 

For rest well earned by lightningspeed of fiery gallop. 

Don Quixote rubs his cheeic against Rosinante's muzzle. 
SANCHO, not at all reassured. 

This spot exudes a ghostly horror 
Which makes Dapple's grey bristles and mine stand 
on end. 

Taking the animals to a patch of turf. 

Come on, my little dears, and browse upon the turf! 

DON QUIXOTE, pointing a forefinger. 

Look yonder down the glen, dost thou see nothing 
moving? 
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SANCHO. poltnm. prH & fondxe en larmei. 

Seigneur, je voudrais bien revenir en arri^re! 
Maltre, j'ai peur de Tombre et des bruits angoissants 
Dont s'emplissent la brande et les bois fr^missants. 
Que va-t-il se passer? 

DON QUICHOTTE. h£rolque. 

Quelque chose d'immense! 
Sancho... notre gloire commence! 

SolenndL 

Les preux, les paladins et les h6ros passes 
Vont Stre, en un clin d'oeil, oubli^s, 6clips6s. 
Je bous d'impatience h^roique et de fifevre. 

SANCHO. 

Et moi, je tremble comme un lifevre. 
Mais si Ton s'asseyait un brin? Je suis fourbu... 
Non d'avoir trop mang6, trop bu!... 

DON QUICHOTTE. «tup6fait. 

S'asseoir! Un chevalier qui tente Taventure 

Doit toujours paraltre en posture 
De d^jouer la ruse et de parer le coup. 

SANCHO. s'allongeant sur I'herbe. 

Je vous laisse le soin de veiller sur mon cou : 
Qu'on ne le tranche point, seigneur, k Timproviste, 

DON QUICHOTTE. 

Sois tranquille. 

SANCHO. s'allongeant davantage. 

Je dors, vous... restez sur la piste. 

Le del devient plus sombre. Harass^ de fatigue, Don Quichotte s'est 
endormi, debout, appuy6 sur sa lance. II rdve... et murmure: 

Quand apparaissent les 6toiles... 

Bruit de pas. 
DON QUICHOTTE, se r6veillant et envosrant un baiser au dd. 

O mes r6ves divins... 
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6ANCHO, fiigbtened. Almott in tean. 

My lord, I vow we would do well to be returning! 
Master, the creeping shadows and ghostly sounds 
Of the brushwood and bracken do harrow my soul! 
Tell me, what can it mean? 

DON QUIXOTE, grandly. 

Something great and stupendous! 
Sancho, — the dawn of our glory is breaking! 
All knights, all paladins of bygone chivalry 
Shall now be put to shame in a flash, and eclipsed. 
Heroic frenzy rages in me like a fever! 

SANCHO. 

And I am trembling like a rabbit. 
But — shall we not sit down awhile? 
My knees are shaky — not from surfeit of meat or 
drink! 

DON QUIXOTE. acandaHwfd. 

Sit down? The prudent knight consigned to deed of 
venture 

Doth hold him upright and prepared 
To guard against a snare and foil a crafty foe. 

SANCHO. itietchlng his limbs on the graM. 

To thee I leave the task to guard my head from 
harm: 

Let no man cut it oflf, my Lord, without my per- 
mission! 

DON QUIXOTE. 

Rest in peace. 

SANCHO, stretching himself at full length. 

I sleep, thou — remainest on guard. 

The sky begins to darken. Worn out with fatigue Don Quixote goes off to 
sleep standing, leaning on his spear. He dreams and murmurs: 

When the stars gleam in countless number — 

Footsteps heard. 
DON QUIXOTE, waking and throwing a kiss to heaven. 

'Twas of heav'n I did dream — 
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Soudain U ■anaiitft et regaide dani le fond. 

Cette fois ce sont eux! 

Joytax ct fier. 

lis sont plus de deux cents, fils! 

SANCHO. piteux, •rrivsnt trembknt priM delDon Quidiotte. D te dgne. 

Et nous sommes deux! 

DON QUICHOTTE. 

Nous les vaincrons, s'il plait k la cause servle. 

SANCHO, fou de terreur. 

Maitre, j'ai les bras courts et je tiens k la vie! 

DON QUICHOTTE. riant. 

Va te cacher, mon fils, au plus noir des for6ts. 

SANCHO, en se sauTaot. 

Ah! si j'avais moins peur, quel h6ros je ferais! 

II di8i»azalt. 



DON QUICHOTTE, d'une Tolx tonitroante, auz brigands qui sont en face 

de lui. 

Halte-l^l rendez-vous, gens de peu, valetaille, 
Ou je vous charge et je vous taille. 

Bataille. Cris. Au milieu de la bagarre, la voix de Don Quichotte domine 
avec ces mots : "Duldn^l... Dame de mes penstes!" En un clin d*aal 
11 est renyers^ et solidement maintenu. 



LE CHEF. 

Voil^, certe, un gaillard d'une audace superbe! 

Si nous avions €t€ brins d'herbe, 
II nous edt tous fauch^s du coupant de son fer! 
Mais d'ofl sort-il? Du Purgatoire ou de TEnfer? 

Le chef s'immobilise & I'^cart et ne quitte plus des yeuz Don Quichotte, 

impassible. 

UN BANDIT. 

A quelle sauce allons-nous mettre sa chair ranee? 
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Suddenly. tUndiiig bolt upright, he acsne the borbon. 

At last, it is they! 

Happy and proud. 

There are more than two hundred! 

SANCHO* la a pitiable atate of terror, rons to Don Quixote, and crowee 

himself. 

We are only two! 

DON QUIXOTE 

If it seem good to the cause that we serve, we shall 
conquer — 

SANCHO, wild with terror. 

Master, I'm weak and frail, and I cling to my life! 

DON QUIXOTE. 

Go hide thyself in the depths of the forest! 

SANCHO. making off. 

Ah! Were I less afraid, what a hero I should be! 

He vanishes. 
DON QUIXOTE, in a voice of thunder, to the brigands confronting him. 

Halt, I say! and surrender, craven curs, filthy ver- 
min! 

Else I charge and hew ye down! 

A struggle— shouta— above the din Don Quixote is heard crying'* Dulcineal 
Lady-of-my-thoughtsl" In a twinkling Don Quixote is thrown and bound. 

CHIEF BANDIT. 

A fine brave fellow, i'faith! 
Had we been blades of grass, 
The swish of his sword had mown us down! 
But whence comes he? From Purgatory or from hell? 

The Chiot stands motionlesi apart, his eyes fixed on the ImpasiiTe Don 

Quixote. 

A BANDIT. 

What sauce for this tough old morsel? 
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DEUXiftMB BANDIT. 

Remarque son indifference. 

PREMIER BANDIT, i Don Quicliotte. 

Indique-nous ton choix. 

Don Qnldiotte haiuw let €paii]M aana rtpondre. 
TROISlfeME BANDIT, le bouiciilant. 

Nous feras-tu Thonneur 
De r^pondre aux larrons que nous sommes, sei- 
gneur? 

SOenoe hantain de Don Qnichotte. 
PREMIER BANDIT, le fouflOetant. 

Voil^ pour ta morgue imbecile. 

Hilarity g6n6rale. 
QUATRlfeME BANDIT. m»me jeu. 

Voil^ qui te rendra la langue plus facile. 

LE CHEF. tecnr6. 

II faut en finir! 
Saignez-le, brfllez-le, pendez-le : qu'on m'6vite 
Le trouble oO son regard me plonge... Faites vite! 

Quelques-uns ollument un feu. 

LES BANDITS, chantant et dan«ant autour de Don Quichotte impassible 
et calme que le chef contemple ayec stupeur. 

Voir un corps long comme un jour sans pain 
Pendre k la branche d'un pin 
Est un spectacle cocasse! 

Rires. 

Ah! Ah! Ah! 
Le repas fait avec sa carcasse 
Sera pour les corbeaux un plus maigre r6gal 
Qu'un corps d'hidalgo colossal! 

Rires. 

Ah! Ah! Ah! 
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SECOND BANDIT 

See how proud he is. 

FIRST BANDIT, to Don Qniaotc 

Name thy choice. 

Don Qnlaote dinigt his ahouldcn witlwat replyliit. 
THIRD BANDIT. jottUng him. 

^It thou condescend to answer us poor thieves, my 
lord? 

Don Quixote la scornfully dlent. 
FIRST BANDIT cnfft him. 

That for thy silly churlishness. 

Genend laughter. 
FOURTH BANDIT doea the aame. 

This will loose thy tongue. 

CHIEF, unnerved. 

Enough! Stab him! Burn him, hang him! 
Rid me of that strange look that troubles 

Finish him! 



Scnne bandita buay themaelvea Ui^ting a fire. Othen aina and dance around 
the calm and impaaaive Don Quizote, whom the Chief watcfaca with 
bcwUderment. 



BANDITS. 

This lean lank body, long as a hungry day, 
. Hung on the bough of a pine, 
Invites to jesting and laughter! 

Toughing - 

Ha! ha! ha! ha! 
Meat is scarce on his old bony carcase, 
Most disappointing meal for the carrion crows! 
Not so plump or sweet as a fine fat hidalgo! 

Tanghfag. 

Ha! ha! ha! 
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DON QUICHOTTB. let mahm joiatet, loin de tout, laiMat m ptUre. 

Seigneur, re^is mon &me, elle n*est pas m^chante, 
Et mon coeur est le coeur d'un fiddle chr^tien. * 
Que ton ceil me soit doux et ta face indulgente! 
£tant le chevalier du droit, je suis le tien. 

Le chef est Tiitbleiiient tmu. Dmi QnichoCte m id^ve. Let beaditt te 

regardent oonfoodttt, interditt. 

LB CHEF, d'one voix gimTe. 

Vraiment je crois rfiver, voyant ta face pile, 
Tes grands traits innocents d'oii le divin s'eidiale 
Et tes yeux fulgurants de sublimes clart6s! 
06 Vas-tu? Que veux-tu? 

DON QUICHOTTB. fiftrement. 

Qui je suis? £coutez! 
Je suis un chevalier errant et qui redresse 
Les torts; un vagabond inond^ de tendresse 
Pour les m^res en deuil, les gueux, les opprim6s, 
Pour tous ceux qui du sort ne furent pas aim6s. 
Je suis fou de soleil ardent, d'air pur, d'espace, 
J 'adore les enfants qui rient lorsque je passe, 
Et ne d^teste point les bandits, quand ils ont 
De la force au jarret et de Torgueil au front. 

D'un eflfort il briteset lient puis dresse sa^ grande taille. 

Et me voici debout, jouant un nouveau r61e, 
Libre dans mon eflfort comme dans ma parole; 
Et je vous dis ceci, moi "le Haut-Chevalier" : 
C'est qu'il faut k Tinstant me rendre le collier 
Pris au cou d61icat d'une femme ador6e. 
Le joyau, lui, n'est rien, mais la cause est sacr6e. 



PREMIER BANDIT. 

Ah! je me sens trembler! 

Le dief retire de ta cdnture le collier qu'il ranet k Don Quichotte ies« 

pectueusement. 
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DON QUIXOTE 
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DON QUIXOTE, apart, with haadt booad, offen up it pimyer. 

O Lord, receive my spirit, not wholly vile or worth- 
less, 
For my heart is the heart of one faithful to Thee; 

Deal Thou kindly with me, do Thou judge me in 



mercy 



I 



Since I do stand for truth and right, I stand for Thee! 

The Chief is visibly affected. The other baadits ezduuige glaaces of 

aauueaieBt and bewildermeat. 

CHIEF, awed. 

Of a truth I seem to dream, in looking upon thy 

pallor, 
Those fine inspiring features, suffused with sancity. 

Those eyes that flash sublime and transparent! 
Whither goest thou? What is thy mission? 

DON QUIXOTE, proudly. 

The True Knight-Errant, sirs, am I, 
Who guards the good, and rights the wrong; 
A wanderer whose heart o'erflows with tenderness 
For the mother that mourns, the poor, weak and 

oppressed. 
For all whom fate denies the precious boon of love. 
I am fey with the flaming sun, the air, the heavens! 
I love the little child that crows aloud to see me. 
Nor do I bear ill-will to a bandit, be he fearless, 
And stalwart of limb and brave and proud of mien. 

With a supreme effort he breaks his bonds and draws himsdf up to his full 

height. 

Here do I stand erect, in new guise do ye see me. 
Free I stand and unfettered in speech as in move- 
ment. 
And this I here demand, I, the Knight of all Knights: 
Now must thou yield to me that necklace which 

thou hast, 
Filched from the fair slender throat of a maid whom 

I worship. 
Gems are dross, naught to me, but the cause I serve 
is holy. 

FIRST BANDIT. 

Ah! My heart is strangely troubled! 

The Chief draws the necklace from his girdle, bares his head and kneels; 
he surrenders the necklace to Don Quixote. 
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Void 
Le joyau d^roM, monseigneur! 

DON QUICHOTTE, tiii dniplemeDt. 

Bien, merci, 

LBCHBFctlSS BAMDITS.i'1 

Et matntenant, sur nous, placez voire mai 
O noble Chevalier de la Longue Figure! 



Sancho, rustre au coeur timorfe, 
Viens voir le miracle op^rfe! 



Les manants, les pillards, fils du vol et du crime, 
Ceux que la peur redoute et que la force opprime, 
Les sans-lc^s, les gueux aux rires menagants, 
Ont devin6 mon but, en ont saisi le sens! 
Courb^ sous I'Spre vent qui vient des cimes hautes, 
Tremblants d'un grand frisson, regarde-les, mes 

hdtes, 
Les 61us de mon coeur, mes fils prMestin^, 
Vois-les, comme ils sont beaux, dociles, fascinte! 

Kadicm. let main* ttatduf en avuit comme pour btnir let buullU. 
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CHIEF. 

The stolen jewel, Sirel 

DON QUIXOTE, qnite wim^. 

Good, I thank you. 

The other tw"i4**# slao kneel. 
BANDITS, fervently. 

Ere thou go, we would pray, that thou grant us thy 
blessing, 

O great and noble Knight of the Rueful Counte- 
nance! 



DON QUIXOTE, in e bunt of enthiulaem; as he stands in the light thrown 
by the Bandits*»fire, a flaming aureole encirolee his head. 

Sancho, blockhead, thou craven of heart, 
Come see the Miracle performed! 

gi^«v»hr» cxnwlfl fiom hia hidhig-plaoe hi the ahadows. In a rising f renxy of 

exaltation. 

These poor wights, wretched thieves, born in crime, 
nursed in evil. 

Whom naught save fear can chasten, whom naught 
save force coerces. 

Vagrant estrays, and rogues that mocked me with 
threats. 

These have divined my aim, and fathomed my in- 
tent! 

Struck down beneath the blast, laid low by wrath of 
heaven, 

They shiver cowering, my erstwhile savage hosts, 

Henceforth my chosen folk, my children fore-or- 
dained. 

Behold! Devoted slaves, in homage to my thrall! 

High-wrought and ecstatic, with hands outstretched in blessing. 



ACTE QUATRIEME 



LA f£TE dans LE patio DE LA BELLE 
DULCINEE 



DULCIN£E. RODRIGUEZ, JUAN 
PEDRO, GARCIAS, Foule des Invites, Valets 



JUAN, chagrin, i Dulcinie. 

. Alors je n'ai plus rien, traitresse, S esp^rer? 

DULC1N£e. prtoccuptc. dittralte. 

Plua rien... mais Pepita saura te consoler. 

60DRICUEZ, ■'cmoressant A son tour, galammeat. 

De ma grande dftresse 
Quand aurez-vous pitif:? 

GARCIAS. de mtmc 

Et resterez-vous la maltresse^. 

PEDRO, lenninant la phrase. 

De celui qui souffre k vos pieds? 



ACT IV 



f£te in the courtyard of the 
lovely dulcinea's house 



DULCINEA, RODRIGUEZ. JUAN, PEDRO, 
GARCIAS, Guests, Servants. 

Danoe-miuic heard in the distance, groups appear from time to time. Dul* 
diiea, pensive* sits in a comer, surrounded by admirers. 

JUAN, vexed, to Duldnea. 

And SO — deceiver — there is no hope for me? — 

DULCINEA, preoccupied, absently. 

No, none — ^But fair Pepita may console thee still. 

RODRIGUEZ, gallantly sdzing his opportunity. 

Have my torment and anguish 
No power to move thy heart? — 

GARCIAS, likewise. 

Wilt thou deign to be the beloved — 

PEDRO, finishing the phrase. 

Of one who sighs and pleads to thee?— 
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DULCIN^S. nonchalamment. 

Pauvres amis, vous m'ennuyez! 

Aput. 

J'ai bien assez de ma tristesse... 

Ds I'^lolgiiait d6i»it6i. Dei dantei lentet et dkndeuaea continuent au 

lointain. 

DULCIN^S. dasa im rhn. 

Lorsque le temps d 'amour a fui 
Que reste-il de nos bonheurs?... 
Que reste-il done des splendeurs 
Des soirs d'^t6, lorsque la nuit 
Dans ses voiles ensevelit 
L'or des couchants, T^clat des fleurs?... 

Lea danaea ont ceas£ dana le lointain; la muaique s'eat tue; toute la foule 
envahit le patio; Duldnfe s'eat levfe et eat auasitdt entourfe dea amou- 
reux qui a empreaaent autour d'elle: maia void que Rodriguez obaerve 
Juan ae rapprochant de Duldnfe; m^me jeu de la part de Juan. 

RODRIGUEZ et JUAN. & part. 

Par fortune! serait-ce son tour? 
Aurait-il plus de chance en lui parlant d'amour? 

DULCIN£e. & part, malideusemcnt. 

Vous n'aurez pas de chance en me parlant d'amour. 

Puis diangeant de ton et d'allure. 

Non! j'ai pour le moment le d^sir d'autre chose, 

Je rSve et je pleure sans cause; 
Ah! je suis trfes k plaindre, et c'est piti6 vraiment 
De n'gtre pas ravie ayant de tels amants. 

RODRIGUEZ. 

Que dit-elle? 

JUAN. PEDRO et GARCIA& 

Hein? 

DULCIN^E. Strange. 

Autrement que par vous et... qu*k Taccoutumde, 

Ou... soyez impr6vus, superbes, 6clatants, 

Car c'est de Tin^dit que mon r6ve demande 

Et d'inconnus frissons mordantmachairgourmande! 
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DULCINSA, with indiffi 

No, no, good friends — ^you weary me! — 

Adds. 

Enough for me is mine own sadness — 

They whhdimw In hiffa dudgeon. Statdy mod noiielcii. the dtetant dnnc- 
ins oontinnet, to the nocomxmniment of inyiaible miuidans. 

DULCINSA, mndng. 

When our brief hour of love has fled, 
Gone are those joys that make life sweet — 

Gone are those summer nights, 
When twilight grey, softly falling, 
Veileth the nodding flow'rs closed in sleep — 

The distant dancing baa ccaaed« the music haa itopped. the whole company 
■wanna on to the stage. Duldnea rises, and is quickly besieged by a 
host of admiren. Rodrigues and Juan observe each other trying to 
attract Duldnea's attention. 

RODRIGUEZ and JUAN, aside. 

Is he favoured, her choice of to-day? 
Will his suit better prosper if he tell of his love? 

DULCINBA, aside, with sly glances. 

All your labor is vain if you whisper of love! 

rhttwgiHg her tone, with a new charm. 

No! though I should be happy, yet something is 

wanting. 

I brood and I weep without reason. 

As one to be pitied, and a sad plight is mine 
Who can take no delight in this surfeit of lovers. 

RODRIGUEZ. 

What can she mean? 

JUAN. PEDRO and GARCIAS. 

Ha! 

DULCINEA, duUy. 

Would that men could but love in far different wise, 

In more novel a fashion — 
Now woo me like men, with passion fierce as the sun! 
For the glow of new ecstasy long have I hungered. 
For the thrill that is new am I faint unto dying! 
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TOUS. 



Vivat pour Dulcin6e 
Indomptable! Indompt6e! 



DULCINte. nisiinnt une guitare (ftv«c on accent de fiivre>« 

Alza! ne pensons qu'au plalsir d'aimer, 
A la fifevre des heures brfeves 
OH I'on sent le coeur se p&mer 
Sous les baisers cueillis aux l^vres! 

0116! que les yeux plongent dans les yeux. 

D6sirs, courez la pretentaine; 

Et jeunes gens, qu'il vous souvienne 
Que Tamour sourit aux audacieux. 

Anda! ne pensons qu'aux minutes braves 
OH les &mes vont se pSmer 
Sur les baisers pris sur les Ifevres 
Dans rivresse de s'adorer! 

EUe danae. 



TOUS. 

Alza! 0116! Anda! 

Aprtfl les cris d'eathousiasme. des valets paraissent k la porte de la salle 
ou aura lieu le souper dont on apercoit les tables somptueusement servieti 

LES INVITO, en se rendant au souper. 

L*aube bientdt va pourprer I'horizon!.., 
En soupant, verre en main, nous saldrons Taurore, 
Tandis que les vieux vins emporteront encore 
Ce qui nous reste de raison. 

Les tentures se referment. Quelques instants apr^ la sortie de tons, .Sancho 

est introduit par deux laquais. 



SANCHO, faisant Timportant, au premier valet ahuri. 

Annonce le grand don Quichotte de la Manche, 
Baron et Chevalier de la Longue Figure, 
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ALL. 



Long live fair Duldnea! 
Undefeated, triumphant! 

Dniriiw. picUaf np ft guiUr, rings with 



DULCINBA. 

Alza! Live for love and love's joys alone, 
Live for passion all too soon over, 

Let souls enraptured, two as one, 
Melt in the kiss of maid and lover! 

0116! Ye that gaze and sigh in despair. 
Feed the flame of passions that fire you, 
Ye that are young, let this inspire you. 

Love doth befriend him that fears not to dare! 

Anda! Live for love, for joys too soon over, 
Let twin souls commingle as one. 
Let love's glorious ecstasy won 

Crown with its kisses maid and lover! 

She dances. 



ALL. 

Alza! 0116! Anda! 

When the enthusiasm has subsided, servants appear at the doors oi the 
supper«rooni« through which can De seen groaning tables. 

ALL, making a move to the supper-room. 

Soon will the dawn make the skies bright and clear! 
Greet the new morrow with toasting and merriment! 
Let good old wine work its will on our wits to- 
night. 
All the wit left us, wine shall have! 

The curtains axe drawn: some seconds after the general exit, Sancho is 

introduced by two men-servants. 



SANCHO, overweighted with importance, to the first servant, who gases 

open-mouthed. 

Announce the noble Don Quixote de la Mancha, 
Baron, Duke, and Knight of the Rueful Counte- 
nance, 
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An woondvatet 

Arrivant en Estramadure 
Avec son £cuyer le valeureux don Sanche. 

LB PREMIER VALET. Intiald^ pv 1« icfudf de Sandio. 

El senor... el seiior Quichotte Estramadure... 

n choche eon touffle. 
SANCHO. 

Idiot! 

LE DEUXifilME VALET, finiannt ransoiice. 

Le Chevalier de la Longue Figure... 

SANCHO. avec ua geite coadetceadant. 

Mieux... 

Don Quicliotte eatre. compnirt. aoleaacl, wbl talade aoiu le bn»: il fait 
daaa le aaloa vide ua aalut effaraat que Saacho a'efforce ea vaia de 
reproduire, puis le chevaUer pouMe ua aoupir ea ae voyaat pcraoaae. 

LE PREMIER VALET, telataat de rire. baa ft toa caaiafade. 

Sont-ils drdles! J'augure 
Que cet homme n'a rien mang6 depuis deux ans! 

LE deuxi£:me valet. 
Encor s'il nous faisait quelques riches prints! 

lis ricaaeat. 
SANCHO. s'apercevaat de leur maadge, court sur eux, furieuz. 

Que le Grand Chevalier r§ve, chante ou soupire, 
Moi seul, entendez-vous, ai le droit de sourire! 

Ila disparaiflseat vivemeat. 
DON QUICHOTTE. 6paaoui. 

J'entre eniin dans la joie et rimmortalit^! 

SANCHO, gdgaaat. 

Quand done dans Tabondance et dans Tolsivetfe? 
Quand pourrai-je palper le plus mince p6cule... 
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Totheteoond 

Just come to Estramadura 
Attended by his Squire, the valorous Don Sancho — 

FIRST SERVANT, cowed by Sancho's gaae. 

The Seiior — Quixote — Elstramadura — 

Gaipiiig. 
SANCHO. 

Idiot! 

SECOND SERVANT, finiahing. 

Noble Knight of the Rueful Countenance — 

SANCHO, condescendingly. 

Better! 

Don Quixote enters, stiff and formal, he sweeps the stage with an extra- 
vagant gesture of salutation which Sancho tries in vain to copy; he 
breathes a sigh of disappointment. 

FIRST SERVANT, guffawing, aside to his fellow-servant. 

What a sight! 
I warrant that man has eaten nothing this twelve- 
month! 

SECOND SERVANT. 

Think of the handsome presents he will give us! 

They gigs^e. 
SANCHO, furious at their behaviour, rushes at them: 

The great Knight dreams or sings or sighs, 
'Tis mine, and mine alone, to smile! 

They vanish. 
DON QUIXOTE, excitedly. 

At last I taste of joy! The sweets of immortality! 

SANCHO, grumbling. 

But when may I expect a taste of plenteous ease? 
And when shall I enjoy the handling of a stiver? 
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DON QUICHOTTE. le liconfortant Soyeiuenient. 

Mais biens vont t'tehoir, j'en jure par Hercule. 

Avec gimTiU. 

Pour ton d6voflment, ta vertu, 
Je songe k t'enrichir. 

SANCHO. nvL 

Enfin! 

DON QUICHOTTE. trte ■firienaeinait. 

Que dirais-tu 
D*une tie... ou d'un ch&teau festonn^ de tourelles, 
Ceint d'un pare, oii le soir glissent des tourterelles? 

SANCHO. la figure €pat6e par im large aoorire. 

Ce rive me sourit. Mais dans combien de temps? 

DON QUICHOTTE, rCiUchinant. 

Ce soir... demain peut^tre... 

SANCHO. paradant. 

O bienheureux moment 
Oii, v6tu d'or, de brocatelles, 
Le jabot fleuri de dentelles, 
Devant mes gens je paraitrai, 
Moi» leur Seigneur et Maitre» en habit chamarr6! 

DON QUICHOTTE. avec aBmranoe. 

Radieuse pour nous s'ouvre la destin^e! 

SANCHO. ravi, pouaae un formidable; 

Oh! 

DON QUICHOTTE. avec une tendre Amotion. 

D'abord, ce soir, j 'Spouse Dulcinfee 

Regard 6tonn£ de Sancho & oette nouvelle. 

Et Temm^ne au pays charmant 
Oii tout est rSve, enchantment, 
L'heure y coule exquise et se savoure toute. 
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DON QUIXOTE. joyfuUy Raararing him. 

All of these shall be thine, I swear, by HerculesI 

Graydy. 

Loyal hast thou been, faithful, true. 
And riches shalt thou have. 

SANCHO. in rapture. 

At last! 



DON QUIXOTE, in aU seriounK 



What dost thou say to an island? 
Or castle keep, with battlements serrated, 
In a park, where doves at night sing songs of rap« 
ture? 

SANCHO. a broad smile coming over his face. 

The picture pleases me. But when shall these 
things be? 

DON QUIXOTE, reflecting. 

To-night — perhaps — to-morrow. 

SANCHO. strutting about. 

Oh! great will be the day. 
When, tired in brocatel and satin, 
Broidered lawn and frills, lace and jewels. 
Before my household I appear. 
As overlord and master, in gorgeous panoply! 

DON QUIXOTE. confidenUy. 

To US the fates have opened out a glorious vista! 

SANCHO. fiercely exultant. 

Oh! Oh! 

DON QUIXOTE, with tenderness and emotion. 

This night I wed the lovely Dulcinea, 

Sancho is staggered at this announcement. 

Then away to that fair domain — 
Where souls enchanted — may find oblivion — 
And the blissful ecstasy of amaranthine rapture. 
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SANCHO. Intrigue 

on perche cet Eden? 

DON QUICHOTTE, avec myrtire. 

Moi seul en sais la route. 

Det domestiqiMS Knil^ciit la taiiiaKrie. Avec one indidble Amotion : 

Mais, void Dulcin6e... Ah! que je suis heureux! 
Mon Sancho, tu vas voir cet accueil chaleureux! 

Toiu les invite* arrivent lea ooupet en mains, rieiui. moqueun. Soadain 
Dulctnfe apercoit Don Quichotte. Vivement elle s'ayance et I'ecamine. 
Grand brouhaha joyeux et moqueur de la part de toutea et de tous lai 
invitte de Doldnie. 

DULCIN6e, rieose, ftonn6e. t'avancant. 

Tiens, c'est vous, chevalier... Mais pas une blessure? 
Quoi, sans un bras coup6, sans une 6gratignure? 

DON QUICHOTTE. aouriant et calme avec un large geste. 

Intact! 

II reite on instant le bras lev6 dans sa fitee attitude. 
DULCIN£e, souriante, malideuse. 

Intact?... 

Gaimcnt. 

Vivat! 

RODRIGUEZ, JUAN. GARCIAS. PEDRO, moqueurs, & Don Quichotte 

et Sancho. 

On ne s'explique pas 
Qu'i deux vous ayez pu vous tirer de ce pas. 
Donnez, de vos exploits, la preuve, malepeste! 

SANCHO. d^flignant Don Quichotte. 

Ne la voyez-vous pas, chers seigneurs, k son geste? 

TOUS. r6pdtent avec insistance, ft Don Quichotte. 

Comment avez-vous pu vous tirer de ce pas?... 
La preuve!... 

DULCINte, rieuse, mais incrMule aussL 

Auriez-vous les trente perles fines? 



Act IV DON QUIXOTE 67 

SANCHO. eurkMi. 

And where may be this Eden? 

DON QUIXOTE, myMerioady. 

I alone do know the secret. 

Tbc cmtaliM of the miver'rooiii m dimwn Mide 
DON QUIXOTE, deeply mored. 

Ah! — Tis she — Duldnea! — I am happy now! 
NoWp good squire, thou shalt see her delight at my 
coming! 

GoUet in hand, the gaeiti crowd on to the ttnce. lansUng and ioUat. 
Dttlcfawn catchei dght of DoU'Qidaote. ehe comet forwud qukUy and 
■crnttotwa hfan. Goeial animation and amnsement. 

DULCINEA. 

Ah, 'tis thou, gallant Knight! — But not one single 

wound? 
Not one damaged limb, not one tiny scratch? — 



DON QUIXOTE, smiling and aelf-poenned, with a fine feftore. 

Intact! 

DULCINEA, with a roguiih tmlle. 

Intact? 

Gaily. 

Holkl 

RODRIGUEZ. PEDRO, etc. together, mocking at Don Quixote and 

Sancho. 

A pretty tale, indeed, that two like you 
Could cpme unharmed through such peril as that. 
The burden rests on you to prove it, caballeros! 

SANCHO. pointing to liia master. 

Have ye not proof enough, good masters, in his com- 
' portment? 

ALL. insisting, to Don Quixote. 

Unharmed in peril such as that? 
Come, prove it! 

DULCINEA. also laughing incredulously, to Don Quixote. 

Then hast thou really brought me back my pearls? 
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DON QUICHOTTE, navrt. 

O mes illusions, mes croyances divines!... 
Elle a dout6!... 



CKbnoM dn food de m, pamm cape le ooDier qnll tend d'm snle don- 

kmreiB & Dnlcinie. 

Void* madame, le collier. 

DULCINfo, ■topCfaite. yrbnmeat, 

Mon ooUier! 

TOU& 

Ah! 



DULCINte, folle de Joie. rnitant aa ocm de Don Qnidiotte aprta avoir 

mia Km ooUier. 

Mon Chevalier, 
II faut que je t'embrasse! 
Les plus illustres faits des h6ros de jadis 
Sont id d^pass^s, m§me ceux d'Amadis! 



TOUS. regardant Don Quichotte. 

Voyez de quels transports s'illumine sa face! 

, DON QUICHOTTE, fou d'amour. e'aTance vers Duldofte. 

Marchez dans mon chemin 
Et prStez-moi Tappui 16ger de votre main: 
A deux nous aimerons davantage le monde, 
Le temps sera plus court, la moisson plus f6conde... 

Les maux dont geint Thumanit^ 
Ont besoin de la femme et de sa charit^! 
AUons vers Tld^al, montons k grands coups d'aile! 

En lui offnnt la main. 

Soyez mon 6pouse fidfele! 

DULCIN^E, £clatant de rire. 

Me marier, moi! Que j'abandonne ma maison, 
Ma ville! eh! mais... vous perdez la raison! 
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DON OUIXOTB. creMlUkn. 

Alas for my illusions, and my cherished hopes, 
She doubts me! 

He extracto the nacklaiy from hie tesdy ck»k mod aonowf uUy hands it to 

Duldaea. 

Here, my lady, is thy necklacel 

DULCINEA. eagerly, dumbfoanded. 

My necklace? 

ALL. 

Ah! 

DULCINEA, wild with ddifht, puta on her necklarf and flinga 
henelf on Don Quixote'a neck. 

Beautiful Knight! 
For this I must embrace thee! 
All the heroes of old and their marvellous deeds 
Are extinguished by thee, even great Amadis! 

ALL point to Don Quixote. 

What joy shines in his eyes — and illuminates his 
features! 

DON QUIXOTE, madly in love, advance! to Dukinea. 

Life's journey is lonely. 
Oh, guide and direct thou my path with gentle 

hand, 
Then shalt thou learn with me to make life worth 

the living, 
The days shall swifter fly. Earth give more of its 

fullness — 
The wounds that chafe the souls of men 
Shall be healed by the love and charity of woman! 
Away to the Perfect Life, triumphant soaring, 

Offering her his hand. 

Be thou mine adored, beloved wife! 

DULCINEA, laughing. 

I! A lawful wife! And wouldst thou bid me leave 
my home? 
Surely — thy senses are bewitched! — 
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J'aime trop la folie et le rire, 

Et Tamour, mon charmant empire 

Je vous estlme fort! Vous 6tes un galant 

Fantasque, glorieux, Strange iniiniment... 

Mais laissez-moi... trte libre, en ma ville natale. 

Me marier! ah! ah! 



DON QUICHOTTE. courbant la Ute. 

O r^ponse fatale! 
Peu de mots ont suffi pour me d6sesp6rer. 



DULCIN^E, d'un geste lent, floignant la foule. Sancho lui-mtme 8'e£Eace. 

Seole. ftvec Don Quicbotte. 

Oui, je souffre votre tristesse 
Et j*ai vraiment chagrin k vous d^semparer; 

Mais je dois vous d6sabuser... 
Et en n'acceptant pas ce que vous proposez, 
Vrai... je vous prouve ainsi ma sincere tendresse. 
Vous... j'aurais de la peine, ami, de vous tromper... 

DON QUICHOTTE, trts 6mu. 

Dulcinte! Dulcinfel... 

DULCIN^B, ^nitte, .tristement, mais en aouriant. 

Car c'est ma destin6e 
De donner de Tamour k ceux dont le d^sir 
E^t d'avoir ou mon ftme ou ma bouche k saisir. 

Avec lin tendre 61an. 

Puisque vous souffrez et que je suis impure, 
Indigne, vengez-vous, lancez sur moi Tinjure... 
Mais restez avec nous... 

Don Qulchotte tombe k genoux. 

Oui, restez k genoux 

hkf devant Dulcin6e!... Ah! restez avec nous!... 

DON QUICHOTTE. k deux genoux. avec une infinie bont^. 

O toi, dont les bras nus sont plus frais que la 
mousse, 

Laisse-moi te parler 
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My heart is giv'n to foUv, laughter, mirth 
And love, they and I hold revel here. 

I hold thee well esteemed! 
I know thee for a brave fantastick, 
Valiant, true, and passing strange indeed — 
But leave thou me m freedom where I was bom and 

nurtured. 
A lawful wife! Ha! ha! 

DON QUIXOTE, with bowed head. 

Thou hast spoken my doom! — 
Simple words, but enough, henceforth my heart is 
dead. 

DULCINEA, qoietly ditmlaaes her guetU, Sancho makes hhnaelf 
■carce ako. Alone with Don Quixote. 

I, too, suffer, mine is thine anguish. 
And I am sorely pained to lose thy gentle heart, 

Yet must I undeceive thee now, 
That so denying thee the answer thou dost crave, 
I may prove thee how sincere is mine affection. 
Thee,--dear friend, I should be unhappy deceiving 
thee — 

DON QUIXOTE, deeply moved. 

Dulcinea! 

DULCINEA, with emotion, tmilinc bitterly. 

For the fates have ordained me 
To surrender in love unto all whose desire 
Is to feast on my soul or my lips as they will. 

In an outburst of tenderness. 

Ah! since through me thou sufferest who am un- 
worthy 
And tainted, from me exact the forfeit of revenge! — 
But remain here with us! — 

Don Quixote falls on his knees. 

Yes, on thy knees 
At Dulcinea's feet! — ^Ah, leave us not! — 

DON QUIXOTE, on his knees, with infinite tenderness. 

O lady, whose gleaming arms thrill me, soft as 
swan-down, 

I would say unto thee 
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De ma voix la plus douce... 
Avant de te quitter. 

Avec line gravity triste. 

Comme rfeponse k ma pri^re, 

Pour m'avoir dit des v6rites, 
Femme, je te b6nis : Reste toujours sincere. 
Tu m'as bris6 le cceur... et je suis k tes pieds. 

Duldn^ se poiche vera lui et rembraase au front avec ferveur ea r£p6tant 
lea demidres i>aroles qu'dle lui a dites, puis, au bruit de la foule qui 
xevient. elle quitte Don Quichotte et rejoint ses amis. Le chevalier se 
reldve, soutenu par Sancho qui le premier, est entr4 et s'est 61anc6 vers 
son pauvre maitre. 

TOUS et TOUTES, revenant bruyamment, k Duldnde. 

Enfin, te revoil^! Rends-nous ton clair sourire! 

Le Chevalier, k bout de forces, s'assoit dans un coin. Pendant ce qui suit, 
Sancho reste pr^ de Don Quichotte et essaie de le consoler; le chevalier 
cherche & sourire Sl Sancho. 

RODRIGUEZ, en montrant Don Quichotte qui s'est relev4. 

Non, ce n'est pas pour en m^dire... 

JUAN, moqueur, achevant la phrase. 

Mais tu prends trop souci de cet itre falot. 

DULCIN^E, rudement k Juan, d6concert& 

Si vous aviez son cceur, alors vous seriez beau! 

JUAN, k des amis. 

C'est un fou simplement qui pose k la victime. 

DULCIN^E, interrompant Juan et trds 6mue, envoyant avant de sortir 

un grand baiser au pauvre chevalier. 

Oui, peut-6tre est-il fou... Mais c'est un fou sublime! 

Elle sort. 
TOUS, entre eux, aprds le depart de Duldn^, ^clatant de rire. 

Tout ga pour ce d6bris vermoulu du pass6e! 
Pour ce corps de h6ron! Pour ce masque pliss6! 

Sancho, fr^mlssant sous les insultes, a ch^ch4 k emp^cher son mattre 
d'entendre; mais le coup est trop rude; Don Quichotte est pr^t k fondre 
en larmes; il se Idve, va vers la porte. Sancho 6nergique I'arrdte dans 
son mouvement. 



Act IV DON QUIXOTE 73 

Words most gentle and tender — 
Ere I bid thee farewell. 

(^▼e and Md. • 

Since in denying my petition 
Thou hast not hid the truth from me — 
Lady, here do I bless thee, 
True to thyself God keep thee! 
Thou hast broken my heart — still do I kneel to thee! 

Doldnea bends dofwn to Don Quixote and ferrently kinet him on tlie 
for^iead. repeatins his words; then, hearing her guests returning, moves 
away and rejoins ner friends. Don Quixote risM, assisted by San c ho, 
who is the fint to enter and has hurried to his master's side. 

ALL, rushing in and besieging Duldnea. 

Once more we find thee here! Now for us smile thy 
sweetest! 

Tlie Knight, at the end oi his tether, sinlcs to a seat in the comer during 
the foUo^dng. Sancho remains at his side, trying to console him. Don 
Quixote smues feebly at Sancho in return. 

RODRIGUEZ, indicating Don Quixote, who has arisen. 

No, though I scorn to speak unkindly — 

JUAN, breaking in with a sneer. 

Come, waste not thy charms on this foolish old loon. 

DULCINEA, diarply rebuking Juan, who winces. 

If thou hadst his great heart, indeed, thou wert a 
man! 

JUAN, to his friends. 

Just a madman, nothing more, who poses as a 
martyr! 

DULCINEA, with great emotion, cutting Juan short. 

Yes, a madman, may be — ^but — ^with the soul of an 
angel. — 

She goes out, throwing a kiss to the unhappy Knight. 
ALL, bursting into laughter, after Dulcinea's exit. 

All this for that moth-eaten, worm-eaten relic! 
That moulting old stork! That death's head and 
bones! 

Sancho, quailing under the shower of insults, tries to prevent his master 
from hearing; but the taunts are too brutal: Don Quixote, almost in 
tears, rises and makes a move towards the door. Sancho quickly de- 
tahis him. 
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SANCHO, d*iin geste terrible et d'une voiz toonante, & la foule qui demenre 

interdite. 

QsLt yous commettez tous un acte ^pouvantable, 
Belles dames, seigneurs, en outrageant id 
Le h6ros admirable 
Et hardi que void. 
Riez, allez, riez du pauvre idtologue 
Qui passe dans rgve et vous parle d'6glogue, 
D'amour et de bont6 somme autrefois J6sus! 
Moquez-vous sans piti6 des ses has d^ousus, 
De son pourpoint us6, de ses chausses boueuses, 

Vous, bas fripons, courtisans, gueuses. 

Qui devriez tomber aux pieds 

De rStre saint dont vous riez. 
Viens, mon grand! Viens! scrutons les profondeurs 

cach6es; 
Viens, viens! recommengons les belles chevauch6es, 

Fongons sur tout lichet6 
Et donnons au malheur le pain de la bont£! 

n embiaase son vieQ ami qui iui a tendu les Dias. 
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SANCHO, 



the crowd with 
thundera a rebuke. 



a mfnrin g mtore md 



Stop! Ye purpose a crime that is wicked and cruel, 
Gende ladies, my lords, in reviling with scorn 
This brave man, true and honest. 
Great in heart and in soul. 
Laugh on, and mock this poor champion of chimeras 
Whose thoughts are noble dreams, and whose speech 

is an idyll 
Of tenderness and love inspired by source divine! 
Spare him not as ye mock at his shabby attire. 
His doublet soiled and worn, and his hose patched 
and threadbare. 

You — ^vulgar boors — ^underbred — ^ribald — 
Scarce fit to grovel on your knees 
To the saint whom you revile! 
Come, my Prince! We two will probe unfathomed 

depths! 
Once more we two will sally forth together. 

To smite and scourge the profligate, 
And heal the suffering, with love and tenderness! 

He embraces hit aged friend, who holda out hia anns to him. 



ACTE CINQUIEME 



DANS LE CHEMIN RAVIN£DELA VIEILLE 

FORfiT 

C'est la nuit. Une nuit 4toil4e, trds daire; Jupiter brille dans tout son 
6:lat. 

Don Quichotte repose, debout. contre un grand chtee. 

Sancho le veiUe comme un enfant, il attise un feu de sarments qui rf- 
chauffera son "grand." II retirera silmdeusement sa grosse veste pour en 
oouvrir les pieds du pauvie chevalier; puis sa pridre s'^vera attendrie et 
fenrente. 



SANCHO. 

O mon mattre, 6 mon grand! dans des splendeurs de 

songe 
Que ton &me s'^l^ve aux cieux loin du mensonge 
Et que ton coeur si doux plane dans les clart6s, 
Oil tout ce qu'il r6va devient r6alit6! 

DON QUICHOTTE, se r^veillant, d'une voix douce. 

£x:oute, mon ami, je me sens bien malade! 
D^lace mon pourpoint, enlfeve la salade 
Qui recouvre le front basan6 qu'est le mien; 
Mets ton bras sous mon cou, sois Tultime soutien 
De celui qui pansa Thumanitg souffrante, 
Et surv6cut k la Chevalerie errante. 

Sancho murmure : "Mon mattre" pendant que Don Quichotte continue 
k parler (avec un doux sourire) k son brave Sancho. 

Sancho, mon bon Sancho, nous allons nous quitter... 
Ingrat, vas-tu me regretter?... 



ACT V 

ROAD THROUGH THE GORGE OF AN AN- 

CIENT FOREST 

It ia night, ttany and dear. Jupiter fa at his brightest. Don Quixote 
is resting, leaning against the trunk of an oaic. Sancho watches over him 
like a child; he makes a fire of sticks and faggots for his **Prince,'* covers 
the poor knight's feet with his doak. then sings, simply, a£Fectkmatdy 
and fervently: 

SANCHO. 

Oh, my Lord, oh, my Prince! Bright visions crown 

thy dreaming. 
May thy spirit find rest in heav'n from earthly 

falsehood. 
And may thy gentle soul soar through celestial 

realms. 
Where all its dreamland forms become reality! 

DON QUIXOTE, waking, in a low voice. 

Good Sancho, faithful friend, I am faint, I am 
dying! 

Let my head rest on thine arm, be the last to up- 
hold 

Him who championed the right, fought for the 
poor that suffered. 

Outlived true chivalry, and survived the Knights- 
Errant! 

Sanrho murmurB: "My master!" while Don Quixote continues with a 

smile. 

Good Sancho, faithfullest friend, we are fated to 
part — 

Dost care, wilt thou mourn for my loss? 



78 DON QUICHOTTE Acte 5«' 

D6ji tes yeux revoient le village 
on tu fus enfant quand j'6tais en llge... 
Et te void rSvant aux jolis pr6s, 
Aux bois myst6rieux, aux vallons diapr^s, 
Aux charmes obsesseurs de la terre natale! 

SANCHO. d680l€. 

Non! non! 

DON QUICHOTTE. av«c une infinie douceur. 

Mais, mon pauvret, c'est la chose fatale! 
Tu n'es qu'un homme eniin, tu veux vivre... et je 
meurs! 

SANCHO. 

Mon maitre!... 

DON QUICHOTTE. fidrement et ■implement, en un supreme et subUme 

effort se redrenant. 

Oui! je fus le chef des bons semeurs! 
J'ai lutt6 pour le bien, j'ai fait la bonne guerre! 

n retombe... il £tou£fe.» 

Sancho, je t'ai promis nagu^re 

Des coteaux, 

Des ch&teux, 

M&me une lie 

Fertile... 

SANCHO, trte douz. 

C*6tait un simple Hot que je voulais avoir!... 

DON QUICHOTTE. eouriant. 

Prends cette tie qu'il est toujours en mon pouvoir 
De te donner!... Un flot azur6 bat se? graves. 
EUe est belle, plaisante... et c'est Tile des Rgves!... 

Sancbo pleure. 

Ne pleure pas, Sancho, mon bon, mon gros Sancho! 

SANCHO. 

Laissez^vous d^lacer; comme dans un cachot 
Vous 6tQuffez, mon grand, dans cet habit d'ap6tre! 



Act V DON QUIXOTE 79 

E*en now thine eyes once more see the village 

Of thine early childhood — 
And thou dreamest again of the forest and glades. 

The silent woods, the broidered vales, 
The all-compelling charms of the hamlet that gave 
thee birth! 

SANCHO, diitiMisht. 

No! no! 



DON QUIXOTE, with infinite tendt 

Ah, my poor friend, fate will brook no denial! — 
Thou art only a man, thou wouldst live, — I must 
die— 

SANCHO. lobbinc. 

Oh, master! 

DON QUDCOTE, proudly and limply, ttraightening himself with a mighty 

eflfort. 

Yes! I was the prince of kindly men! 
I strove to right the wrong, I fought for truth and 
honour! 

He iceb and chokei. 

Good Sancho, of late to thee I promised 

Boundless lands. 

Castles fair. 
Then an island, 
A pleasance — 

SANCHO. genUy. 

A simple little islet was my heart's desire! — 

DON QUICHOTTE, continuing with a smile. 

Take that island, the sole possession that is still 
Mine own to give — ^wavelets blue and clear lave 

its margin — 
It is lovely, enchanting — 'Tis the Island of Dreams! 

Sancho weeps. 

Nay, Sancho, weep not so, my fine, my mighty 
Sancho! 

SANCHO. 

Give leave to loose thy mail, imprisoned art thou 
thus. 

Liked to be choked indeed, trussed in thy cham- 
pion's armour! 



80 DON QUICHOTTE Acte 5^ 

DON QUICHOTTE, I'anete. 

Je meurs... Fais ta pri^re et dis la pitendtre... 

Don Quichotte baiase la tftte et d£faille. Un court instant. Sancno avec 
precaution le cale contre I'arbre. le bon Sancho pleure. Don Quichotte 
rei»end» dMsnant Jupiter k qui il tend lee bras. 

L'fitoile! Dulcin6e!... avec Tastre ^clatant 
Elle s'est confondue!... O Sancho, c'est bien elle, 
La lumi^re, Tamour, la jeunesse immortelle, 
Vers qui je vais, qui me fait signe, qui m'attend... 

Ses bras retombent. II meurt. On entend un cri« puis sangloter Sancfao 

qui embrasse son vieux maitre adorfi. 

FIN. 



Act V DON QUIXOTE 81 



DON QUIXOTE, watm hla aw«y. 



I am dying — ^Whisper a prayer and a last Pater- 
Nostei 



His bead droopt. he ooIlapMt. Sancho oucfiilly |»n>pt him up against the 
traa. Doo Quixote continnffa, atretching out hia anna to Jupiter. 

The Star! — Duldnea! — ^With that bright shining 
star 

Finds her soul sweet communion — 'Tis my God- 
dess! — 
She is Light, she is Love, she is Beauty! — 

To her I go! — ^for she has called me — and awaits me! 

His arms drop lifeless, be dies. With a cry and a sob Sancho embraces 

his 



THE END 
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The RoJe of the Hardman in **Fedora* 
at tKe Metropolitan Opera House 



When the great gold curtain of 
the Metropolitan parts for the 
second act of Fedora, a Hard- 
man Concert Grand holds the 
center of the stage. 

A skilled musician, a master 
of touch and piano technique, 
plays two selections oii the 
Hardman....The sweet, singing 
tone of each liquid, golden note 
resounds to the furthest recesses 
of the Metropolitan Opera 
House... .Piano and performer 



share equally in the applause. 

For fifteen consecutive 
years, the Hardman has held 
the coveted honor of being the 
Official Piano of the Metropol- 
itan Opera House. Behind the 
scenes twenty-two Hardmans 
are in constant use. 

The Hardman combines ex- 
quisite, enduring tone with cab-  
inet work of compelling charm. . 
We invite your personal in- 
spection. 
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